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PREFACE. 



Long before I ventured upon the following trans- 
lation, it had been to me a subject of astonish- 
ment and regret that we should possess no com- 
plete version of a work of such acknowledged 
excellence as Goethe's Faustus. It is true the 
English reader had been made acquainted with 
very considerable portions of it, but still he Jiad 
never been enabled to enjoy it as a whole. 

In attempting to procure him this gratification, 
I was well aware I exposed myself to the charge 
of presumption, and I could willingly have seen 
the task placed in abler hands. But I hoped to 
be permitted to plead, as some extenuation of the 



VI PREFACE. 

charge, that Faustus had been published above 
forty years when I commenced this translation. 

My object was to give as faithful and literal a 
transcript of the original, as the metre and dif- 
ference of idiom would allow. On this principle 
I had translated the whole tragedy, and was 
beginning to revise what I had written, when 
Mr. Hay ward's excellent prose version appeared. 

My first impulse was to throw my work aside, 
ad no longer called for ; and I was only deterred 
from 80 doing by the reflection that a prose trans- 
lation of a poet, however well executed, can 
scarcely quite satisfy the great mass of readers, 
whose chief object is amusement. I, therefore, 
determined to proceed ; and it is with pleasure I 
embrace this opportunity of acknowledging the 
obligations I am under to Mr. Hayward's valuable 
work. It afibrded me the greatest assistance in 
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PREFACE. Vll 

passageB of doubt and obscurity, and from the 
notes I derived much important information. 

The original is written in a variety of metres ; 
but I have confined myself to blank verse, except 
in the lyrical parts, as better adapted, in my opi- 
nion, than any other measure, to convey a true 
conception of the author. 

I have not translated the ' Prologue in Heaven,' 
as I cannot but think that the tone of levity with 
which it treats matters of the most sacred nature 
must be repugnant to English feelings. 

I have also omitted the ' Prologue on the Stage,' 
and the * Intermezzo,' as having no necessary con- 
nexion with the piece, and as not possessing any 
particular interest to the reader. 

I think it right to add, that two poetical trans- 
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lations of Faustus have recently appeared; but 
as the metre used in both instances is very oppo- 
site to that which I have chosen, I hope my work 
will not be found in any way to clash with them. 

Septemiter^ 1834. 




ERRATA. 



Page 11. line?. After <' fellows," pm a note of 
of a note of interrogation. 

Page 116, line 7. Fvr wha reatf what. 

Page 134, line S. Far I know you know read I ki 

Page SIS, line 8. After " cook" pnt a fall ctop, 
interrogation. 
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DEDICATION. 



Dim, shadowy shapes ! ye hover near again, 
Which o'er my troubled sight in youth did dart ; 

Shall I attempt your presence to detain ? 
To that delusion still inclines roy heart ? 

Ye press upon me ! well, then, ye may reign 
As from thick mists and murky clouds ye start. 

The magic breath which floats your train around. 

With youth's emotions makes my bosom bound. 

Ye bring the forms of happier days. I hail 
Full many a shade, now seen, to me most dear; 

With these, like some old, half- forgotten tale, 
First love and friendship hand in hand appear : 

The pang is once more felt ; the mournful wail 
Recalls the mazy course of life's career^ 

And names those dear ones who, bereft of light 

By fortune's stroke, were hurried from my sight. 

b2 



4 DEDICATION. 

Those friendly souls to whom my earliest song 
Was chanted, may not hear my present lay ; 

Those dear ones ! long dispersed — alas, how long ! 
The echo ev'n has wholly died away. 

My griefs are uttered to an unknown throng ; 
Their very plaudits fill me with dismay. 

And they, to whom my song did pleasure give, 

Roam^ scattered through the world, if still they live. 

A yearning, long unfelt, now fills my mind 
For yonder spirit-realm serene and still ; 

My lay lisps tones half-formed, as, swept by wind, 
iEolian harps the air with wild notes fill : 

The austere heart now mild and soft I find ; 
I tremble — ^tears gush forth against my wilL 

What I possess but as in distance gleams. 

And what is gone still present with me seems. 



FAUSTUS. 



Night — FaustuB, in a Mgh-vaulted^ narrow Gothic 
roomy seated^ restlessy at a desk. 

FAU8TUS. 

Now have I mastered, with most zealous toil, 
Law, physic, and philosophy, nor has 
Theology, alas ! less shared my pains; 
And here I am, poor fool, still plodding on, 
Not one whit wiser than I was at first. 
1 am called Master, ay, and Doctor too ; 
And ten long years I vainly have led on 
My pupils, through confused and devious paths, 
Now up, now down, now this way, and now that, 
StiU hlindly followed — and at last perceive 
We can know nothing! This nigh breaks my heart. 
True, I anx wiser than the solemn herd 
Of fools — ^your doctors, masters, writers, priests ; 
No doubts, no scruples ever trouble me ; 
I tremble not at devil nor at hell. — 
But for that very cause are all life's joys 
Tom from me. — Ever do I feel as if 
I had not yet leam'd one thing worth the knowing ; 
As if no hope v/evQ left me to impart 
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Knowledge which may convert or better man. 
Then I can make no claim to wide domains, 
Tq wealth, or worldly honours, or high rank— ^ 
On such conditions would no dog exist ! 
Therefore to magic I have given myself 
With ardent zeal, if haply, by the power . 
And speech of spirits aided, I may see 
Full many a mystery, now concealed from man 
In thickest night, laid bare before me ; that, 
Constrained no m(»«, in bitterness of sweat, 
To talk of matters far beyond my ken, 
I may behold what, in' its inmost depths. 
Unites and firmly binds this solid ^obe. 
View each creative principle and germ, 
Nor longer drive a paltry trade in words. 

Oh radiant mpon ! would that thy gentle beamr 
Now toc^ tibeir last fiirewell of those sad griefB 
Which heavily oppress me ; thou, whom I 
So many a time at midnight hour Imve watched 
Beside this desk ! Then as I sat immersed 
'Midst backs and papers, melancholy friend, 
Didst thou thy welcome visits pay to me ! 
Oh ! could I range in thy beloved light 
O'er loftiest mountain summits, and, conjcnned 
With spirits, hang light-hovering round the mouths 
Of fbcky caves, across the meadows flit 
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In thy pale beams, and freed from learning's fumes. 
Refreshed, revived, immerse me in thy dew ! 

But woe is me ! still do I sit immured 
In this cramped dungeon, musty hole accursed. 
Where through the painted casement heaven's dear 

light 
But dimly enters, yet obscurer made 
By piles of books, worm-eaten, dust^bestrewn ; 
And theise again closely enaroached upon 
By smoke-dried papers heaped to the vaulted roof; 
Where round me stand glasses and boxes ranged 
In endless numbers, instruments high piled. 
Old furniture from ancestors derived 
Crammed into eveiy comer*-and 'tis this 
Thou call'st thy world? A precious world, forsooth! 

Dost thou still question wherefore pants thy heart 
Unquiet in thy bosom? Why a pain. 
Inexplicable, checks each active power 
Of hfe within thee ? 'Stead of nature's charms, 
That animated nature in the midst 
Of whi^h God feshioned man, around thee stand 
The skeletons of beasts, and dead men's bones, 
Blackened with smoke, and mouldering to decay. 

Up, up ! away ! forth to the wide-spread world ! 
And is not this mysterious book, which erst 
Sage Nostradamus with his own hand penned. 



A guide BufBcient? With this wilt thou read'^ 
Each ulent movement of tBe Btairy host. 
And, Nature thine instnictreu, Blraight will riie 
Thy soul's pure essence openl; displayed 
Before thee, as wheu spirits converse hold 
WiUi kindred spirits. Vain the eSbrt now, 
With barren plodding, these most holy signs 
T' interpret! Spirits, ye are hovering near; 
Give answer if ye hear ! 

\_He opens the boiA, and tees the sign of the 
Macrocosm. 

Ah ! what delight 
Pervades my every sense beholding this ! 
I feel a new, a hallowed source of joy 
Glowing afresh through every nerve and vein. 
Was it a God whose hand inscribed these s^s 
Which calm the inward tumult of my soul. 
Fill my poor heart with gladness, and unveil, 
With inspiration strange, all Nature's powers ? 
Am I a God 7 What light at once bursts forth 1 
In these pure characters I view, outspread 
Before my soul, creative Nature. Now 
1 first perceive wliat mean the Sage's words: 
*' The wurlil of Ejiii its is not 'gunst thee closed ; 
Thy uadcrstaiiding 's shut, thy heart is dead. 
Arise, my pupil, and unwearied bathe 
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FAUSTUS. 9 

In mom's rich glow, thy earth-polluted breast! " 

[He contemplates the sign. 
Hew all things ever tend to form a whole, 
And, one within the other, work and live ! 
How; do the heavenly influences ascend 
And sink again, while each to each hands on 
The golden vessels ! Swift from heaven through 

earth 
They rush, on bliss-exhaling pinions borne. 
All ringing through the All with harmony ! 

Ah, what a beauteous vision ! though, alas. 
Only a vision ! — Nature infinite ! 
Where may I grapple thee ? Where, where, ye 

breasts ? 
Ye sources of all life, upon which hang 
Both heaven and earth, tow'rds which still presses on 
The blighted bosom — forth ye gush — ^ye give 
Man nutriment — and pine I thus in vain ? 

[He turns over the leaves of the book discontent- 
edly y and sees the sign of the Spirit of the Earth, 

How diflf rently this sign affects me ! Thou, 

I* 

Oh Spirit of the Earth, art nearer to me ! 
Already are my enei^es upraised ; 
I glow already as with new wine flushed ; 
I now feel courage in the world at once 
To rush, and bear its every joy and grief, 
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To battle with the tempeets, and to stand 
Undaunted 'midst the shipwreck's dreadful crash. 
Clouds gather round — the moon withdraws her 

light— 
The lamp burns dimly, and thick mists ascend — 
Around my head red flashes quivering dart — 
Down from the vaulted roof an icy chill 
Sinks on me — ^Yes, I feel thou hoverest near, 
Oh ! Spirit, prayer-compelled ! Disclose thyself ! 
What a fierce conflict i^tates my heart! 
How are my senses with emotions strange 
Convulsed and torn ! To thee I now am given, 
With heart and soul. Yes, yes ! thou must — 

thou must — 
And though my life should be the forfeit due. 

[He seizes thebook, and pronounces myste- 

riously the sign of the Spirit. A red flame 

darts up; the Spirit appears in the flame. 

SPIRIT. 

Who calk me? 

FAUSTUS {turning aiway). 
Most dreadful apparition ! 

SPIRIT. 

With potent spells thou hast me hither brought,. 
Long striving to withdraw me from my sphere. 
And now — 
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FAUSTCS. 

I cannot bear thee ! 

SPIRIT. 

Earnestly 
To see me thou hast prayed — ^to hear my voice, 
To view my face. Thy invocation has 
Now bent me to thy wishes — ^here I am ! — 
What abject terror overcomes thee — thou 
So raised above thy fellows? Where is now 
Thy soul*s high calling? Where the breast that 

formed, 
And that upheld a world within itself? 
That swelled with trembling ecstacy to reach 
The self-same level which we spirits hold P 
Where art diou, Faustus ? Thou, whose voice I 

heard. 
Who pressed with all thy ener^es on me ? 
Art thou he ? Thou, who merdy by my breath 
Encircled, thus through life's most inward depths 
Art trembling ? Thou, a timid, writhing worm ! 

FAUSTUS. 

Shall I to thee, thou fiery form, give ground ? 
Here am I, Faustus, — here thy equal am ! 

SPIRIT. 

In the tides of life, in the storm of strife, 
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Upward and dowii i rove. 
Now this, now that way move. 
Birth and the grave, 
Th' eternal wave. 
Action which ever changes. 
Life amidst heat which ranges — 
Thus at Tune's sounding loom engaged 1 ply. 
And weave a livii^ robe for God on high. 

FAUSTUS. 

Thou busy Spirit, that dost ever sweep 
Round the wide earth, how near thee do I feel ! 

SPIRIT. 

The Spirit whom thy mind can comprehend 
Alone dost thou resemble, but not me ! 

[He disappears, 
FAUSTUS {astounded). 
Not thee ? Whom then ? I, in the likeness formed 
Of my Creator, not resemble thee ! 

[A knocking is heard at the door. 
Death ! I know that knock — 'tis my assistant — 
Now are my fairest hopes to nothing turned. 
That this dull, sneaking wretch should interrupt 
The perfect apparition now vouchsafed ! 

[Wagner enters in his dressing-gown and night- 
cap^ with a lamp in his hand, Faustus turns 
round discontentedly. 
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WAGNER. 

Your pardon, Sir ! I heard you even now 
Declaiming loudly. Without douht you read 
Some Greek tragedian? Fain would I improve 
In that same art, for now-a-days it has 
Much weight ; and Tve heard say a player might 
Instruct a priest 

FAUSTUS. 

Ay, were the priest a player — 
Which indeed from time to time may happen. 

WAGNER. 

Ah ! when a man is doomed to live thus fixed 
Within his cell, and rarely sees the world 
Even on holydays ; nay, scarcely, then 
Sees it but through a telescope — far off — 
How can he by persuasion lead mankind ? 

FAUSTUS. 

Vain were the effort if not moved yourself. 
If from your very soul it gush not forth, 
And with an innate charm your hearers win. 
For ever sit ! maxim to maxim tack, 
Cook froin another's feast a motley mess, 
And blow your heap of ashes till they yield 
A paltry flame ! In this way may you gain 
Applause, 'tis true, from children and from apes, 
If such your taste ; but never will you touch 
The hearts of others, if your own be dead. 



still doea the orator's aucccBSi ilcpeml 
On dncution ; this too well I feel. 
For I am fer, I grieve to say, behiiitl. 



The honest, uaeful course pursue, nor be 
A tinkling fool ! Good sense and intellect 
Will make their way with little ntt, and when, 
Full of your subject, you are moved to speak. 
Are words denied you? But your bright harangues, 
In which you dress up, in attractive guise. 
Mere worldly trifles, unproductive pass, 
As the chill blasts of autumn when they moan 
Amongst the withered leaves. 

WAGNGR. 

Ah God ! but art 
Demands much time, and life, alas, is short! 
Deeply engaged in critical pursuits, 
I often tremble for my head and heart. 
How difficult it is to gain those means 
By which man rises to the fountain head. 
And ere he can accomplish half the way, 
The hapless wretch perchance sinks down in 
death! 

Is parchment, then, that holy well from which 
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One draught for ever quenches thirst P No, no ! 
Not yet hast thou the healing cordial found, 
Unless it gush from out thy very soul. 

WA6NBR. 

Excuse me ! 'tis a great delight to place 
Oneself amidst the spirit of times past — 
To see what wise men long before us thought, 
And how much higher we have ndw advanced. 

FAUSTUS. 

Oh yes, indeed, up to the very stars ! 

My friend, past ages are to us a book 

With seven seals ; and what you now have termed 

The spirit of the times, is but, in truth, 

The spirit of those men in whom the times 

Reflected show. And ofttimes sad enough 

The exhibition ! — at the first faint glance 

We fly it in disgust; — a lumber-room — 

A refuse-tub — or, at the best, some great 

State action, stored with moral maxims, trite, 

Such as would fitly grace a puppet's mouth. 

WAGNER. 

But of the world, the heart and mind of man, 
Would all men surely something wish to know ? 

FAUSTUS. 

Yes, what is called to know. And who dare give 
The child its proper name ? The few who have 
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Known something of these suhjects, and who failed. 
Unwisely, on their overflowing hearts 
To place a guard, hut openly disclosed 
Their feelings and their views to all the world. 
Have men in all times crucified and humed. 
But pardon me, the night is fiir advanced; 
We must for this time hreak off our discourse. 

WAGNBR. 

I had with joy much longer watched, to hold 
Such learned converse with you. But I beg 
You will to-morrow, being Easter-day, 
Allow me some few questions to propose. 
To study, heart and soul, I have applied. 
And much have learned, but would know every- 
thing: {Exit, 

FAUSTUS (sollLS), 

How does hope never quit his head alone 
Who clings with ceaseless zeal to empty trashy 
Digs with a greedy hand for hidden wealth. 
And shouts with joy when earthworms he turns up ! 

And is it fit that such a human voice 
Presume to sound where spirits round me thronged ? 
And yet this once I thank thee, sorriest wretch 
Of all earth's sons ! me didst thou rescue from 
Despair's fell grasp, which well-nigh had o'er- 
thrown 
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My reason. Ah ! so giant-Hke appeared 
The vision, that I felt hut as a dwarf. 

I^ image of the Godhead, who myself 
Full near the mirror of eternal truth 
Imagined, and, my earthly part cast off, 
Already joy^d in heaven's effulgent light ; 
I, more than cherub, whose unshackled mind 
Dared cherish hopes through Nature's veins to 

pierce, 
And, gifted with creative powers, aspire4 
Henceforward even as a Grod to live ; — 
How must I this now expiate ! One word. 
In thunder uttered, dashed me to the ground. 

No, no ! with thee I dare not match myself. 
What though possessed of power to call thee here ! 
I had none to detain thy presence. Ah ! 
So great — so small in that bless'd hour I felt ! 
And thou — how fiercely didst thou thrust me back 
Upon humanity's uncertain lot ! 
Who will instruct me? What shall I avoid? 
Shall I obey that impulse? It is clear 
That, not less than our miseries themselves, 
Our very actions clog our course of life. 

To man's conceptions, even when they take 
Their noblest range, clings ever something that 
Is uncongenial ; and when we have gained 

c 



18 FAUSTUS. 

The good things this world offers us, we term 
All that is better, vanity and lies. 
Those great, those glorious feelings which alone 
Gave life, are stiffened in the earthly whirl. 

At times though Fancy, borne on daring wing. 
And buoyed with hope, dilating, spreads herself 
Through regions infinite ; but scant the space 
She asks, when in time's all-absorbing gulf. 
Venture on venture has been sadly wrecked. 
Within the deep recesses of the heart » 

Care builds her nest, and there gives speedy birth 
To sorrows nursed in secret; there she lies 
Uneasy, restless, from the anxious mind 
Expelling joy and peace. With some new mask 
She ever decks her features ; now appears 
As house and home, now wife and child would 

seem. 
Now fire, water, poison, or sharp da^er : 
And thus we tremble, dreading what ne'er comes. 
And weep o'er losses we shall not sustain. 

The Grods I equal not ! too deeply do 
I feel this ; — no, I can but match me with 
The base worm, painfully winding in the dust. 
Which, as it grovels there in search of food. 
The traveller'*6 footstep crushes and entombs. 

Is it not all mere dust that here contracts 
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My space; ay all, heaped on these hundred 

shelves ; 
The frippery which, with its thousand forms 
Of emptiness, confines and cramps me in 
This insect-world ? And shall I here discover 
That which still fails me ? Shall I read perchance 
In thousand volumes, man has ever yet 
Perplexed himself? That now and then has been 
One happier than the rest ? — ^Thou hollow skull ! 
Why thus art grinning at me» but that once 
Thy brain, like mine, bewildered, sought the day, 
And with a passionate longing after truth. 
Lost in dim twilight miserably strayed ! 

Ye instruments ! ye do but mock me with 
Your wheels and cogs, segments and cylinders ; 
I reached the gate ye should have been the key. 
Ye are indeed fashioned with nicest skill, 
And yet ye fail to draw aside the bolts. 
Nature, which even in day's broad glare appears 
Shrouded in mystery, suffers not that man 
Shall pluck aside her sacred veil ; and what 
She will not freely to his mind reveal, 
He cannot force with screws and levers from her. 
Thou ancient lumber, never to my use 
Applied, here art thou only that thou didst 
My father serve. — And thou, old roll, hast kept 

c2 
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Thy station yonder, blackened o'er with smoke, 
Sin,ce first the dim lamp burned upon this desk ! 
Better had I mispent my little all, 
Than with that little burdened here should sweat ! 
Whiat by inheritance thou hast acquired. 
See thou deserve it — then 'tis truly thine. 
What profits not, proves but a heavy load j 
That which the present gives alone has worth. 

But wherefore are my looks intently fixed 
On yonder spot ? Does that small phial claim 
The influence of a magnet o'er my eyes ? 
Why does a light thus suddenly break round. 
Dear as the moons bright beams when softly shed 
On traveller wandering in thick woods by night? 

Hail to thee, precious phial ! From thy place> 
With veneration filled, I take thee down. 
And in thee honour human wit and art. 
Abstract of juices, soporific, kind. 
Essence of all refined and deadly powers, 
Thy kindness to thy master manifest ! 
I see thee, and my anguish is assuaged ; 
I grasp thee, stilled is each tumultuous throb ; 
The flood-tide of the spirit slowly ebbs ; 
To the vast ocean I am called ; wide spread 
Beneath my feet sparkles the glassy wave. 
And new-born day invites to shores unknown. 
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A fiery chariot^ borne on lightest wings. 
Sails down towards me ! Now I feel prepared, 
By paths untrodden yet, to urge my way 
Through space etherial into new-found spheres 
Of pure activity. How glorious were 
Existence such as this ! how god-like such 
Beatitude ! And dost thou, wretched worm. 
Such merit ? Ay, with purpose firmly fixed. 
Turn on the fostering sun thy back, nor fear 
With daring hand to fling those portals wide 
Past which each man would gladly slink along. 
'Tis now the time to testify by deeds. 
That man's true dignity in nothing yields 
To the high station of the Deity ; 
To quail not at that deep and dark abyss 
In which imagination damns ittflslf 
To torments self-created; to contend 
To gain that pass about whose narrow mouth 
Hell blazes hotly, and, with mind composed. 
Firmly determine on the step, e'en though 
Annihilation haply thence ensue. 

Pure crystal goblet, which hast yonder stood 
So many years forgotten, come now down. 
And from thy old case issue ! Thou wast wont 
To glitter on my fathers' festive board, , 
Dispelling from each serious guest all care, 
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As each his neighbour kindly pledged in thee. 
The rich array of figures thou dost bear, 
Wrought by some skilful hand ; the drinker's task. 
Or ere he drank, to signify their sense 
In rh3rme, and then to drain thee at one draught — 
How do these call to mind my youthful nights ! 
But now I pass thee to no neighbour, nor 
On thy devices exercise my wit. 
Here is a juice which soon intoxicates ! 
This now with dusky flood thy hollow fills. 
Be this last draught — ^which once my hand pre- 
pared. 
Which now I choose — ^pledged with heart and soul. 
As solemn festive grjeeting to the mom. 

[He raises the cup to his mouth. 

The sound of bells and singing of choristers. 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

Christ has risen again ! 

Oh, joyful the sound, 

To man firmly bound. 
From his birth in iniquity's chain ! 

What deep-toned hum, what strain distinctly heard. 
Draws from my hps thus forcibly the cup ? 
Do ye already, sullen bells, announce 
The first glad hour of Easter's festival ? 
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Ye choirs, already chant ye forth that song 
Of comfort, which from angels' lips once heard 
At the blessed sepulchre by night, conveyed 
Assurance of the new-made covenant? 

Chorus of Women, 

With richest spices we had dressed 
His body ere 'twas laid to rest ; 
And many a cloth and bandage round 
His limbs with faithful hands had wound. 
But ah ! what sorrow fills our mind. 
Since Christ no longer here we find ! 

Chorus of Angels. 

Christ has risen again ! 
Oh ! blessed be the love 
Such trials did prove, 

So grievous, so hard to sustain ! 
Ye heavenly tones, so powerful and sweet, 
Why seek me, lowly grovelling in the dust? 
Give forth your notes where weaker men are found \ 
I hear, 'tis true, the message, but want faith— 
A miracle is faith's most darling child ! i 
Ko e£fort dare I make towards those spheres 
From which the joyful tidings sound — and yet, 
Accustomed to those notes from infancy, 
They still have power to call me back to life. 
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Time was when heaven's greeting on me sank 

In the deep stillness of the sabbath-day ; 

Then, with what strange mysterious meaning^ 

fraught, 
Pealed the deep bell ! what passionate delight 
Prayer yielded me ! An eager longing then, 
Inexplicably sweet, would urge me forth 
To wander over woods and plaint ; and while 
A thousand scalding tears bedewed my face, 
I felt a new-formed world uprising round. 
This song proclaimed the merry games of youth. 
The careless joys of spring's festivities — 
Ah me ! sweet childhood's feelings, crowding fast 
Upon my memory, from the last dread step 
Withhold me. Oh, sound on, ye heavenly strains ! 
My tears drop fast — the earth has won me back. 

Chorus of Young Persons, 

Td realms above 

Has he, who lately lay 
Within the tomb. 

Now, living, winged his way. 

He dwells in midst 

Of bliss which knows no end. 
While we on earth 

Our days in sorrow spend. 
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His own he leaves 

Oppressed, in sad estate ; 
Ah, Lord ! we weep 

To share thy blessed fate. 

Chorus of Angels, 

Out of foul corruption's lap 

Christ our Lord has risen to-day ; 
Joyfully your fetters break, 

Joyful cast your bonds away ! 
Ye who by your steadfast love 

And your works his praise proclaim. 
Ye who promised blessings teach, 

And preach through every land his name — 
To you our Lord is ever nigh. 
For you he leaves his seat on high. 
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BEFORE THE TOWN GATE. 

[Persons of all descriptions issue forth, 

SOME JOURNEYMEN MECHANICS. 

Why that way ? 

OTHERS. 

To the JSgerhaus we go. 

THE FORMER. 

We're going to the milL 

A JOURNEYMAN. 

Now I should say 
The Wasserhof is best. 

A SECOND. 

I do not like 
That road. 

THE OTHERS. 

And thou? 

A THIRD. 

I follow with the rest. 

A FOURTH. 

Come up to Burgdorf, lads ! there are ye sure 
To find the prettiest girls, and strongest beer, 
And sport too of the very choicest. 

A FIFTH. 

What, 
Thou merry fellow, do thy fingers itch 
For that? Til go not; I detest the place. 
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SERVANT GIRL. 

Noy no ! Pll to the city back again. 

ANOTHER. 

We're sure to find him by the poplars there. 

THE FIRST. 

*Twill ^ve me no great pleasure. He will walk 
By thee alone, with thee alone will dance 
Upon the green. What are your joys to me ? 

THE SECOND. 

To-day, for certain, he is not alone; 
Our curled-haired friend accompanies him, he 
said. 

STUDENT. 

Zounds ! how the sprightly damsels step along ! 
Come, brother, come, let's see them on their way. 
Grood foaming beer, tobacco choice and strong, 
And a girl nicely dressed, just suit my taste. 

citizen's DAUGHTER. 

Do look now at those fine young lads ! It is 

In truth a shame !^They well might have the best 

Of company, and after such girls run ! 

SECOND student (to thefirst). 

Nay, not so fast ! there come behind us two 
Most neatly dressed ; my neighbour's one of them. 
And I much like the girl. They walk along 
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In their own quiet way, but in the end 
Will let us join them. 

THE FIRST. 

Brother, I say no. 
I cannot bear restraint. Quick, quick ! let's on. 
Lest we should lose the game. The hand that 

wields 
The broom on Saturday, on Sunday will 
Caress thee best. 

CITIZEN. 

No, no ! I do not like 
This our new burgomaster; since made such. 
He daily becomes more insolent. And say. 
What does he for the town ? Why, grows it not 
Each day still worse and worse? We now are 

forced 
More strictly to obey than heretofore, 
And pay more largely than we ever did. 

BEGGAR (sings). 
Good gentlemen, and ladies fair. 

With rosy cheeks and tasteful dress. 
Be pleased this way to turn your eyes. 

Behold, and lessen my distress. 

Oh, let me not sing here in vain — 
Who gives alone will happy be ; 
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This day which all men celebrate, 
Be it a harvest-day for me. 

ANOTHER CITIZEN. 

I nothing know that more delights me, than 
On Sundays, and on festivals, to talk 
Of wars and war's alarms, when far away. 
In Turkey, folks are fighting. There one stands 
Beside the window, takes one's glass, and sees 
The painted shipping gliding down the stream ; 
Then pleased, at evening homeward one returns, 
Bestowing blessings upon peaceful times. 

THIRD CITIZEN. 

Yes, neighbour, yes, just so I let things pass ; 
They may, if 't please them, split each other's 

heads, 9 

And every thing to wreck and ruin bring; 
Only at home be it ever as of old. 

OLD WOMAN (to the CiHzens* Daughters,) 

Hey-day, how smart I the pretty tender things ! 
Who but must fall in love with you at once ? 
Nay, not so proud, though ! Well, well, as ye will ! 
But what ye wish for, I know how to get. 

citizen's daughter. 
Let 's hasten, Agatha ! I ever shun 
In public with such witches to be seen ; 
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Though on St. Andrew's night she did, 'tis true. 
Show me my future lover bodily. 

THE OTHER. 

Mine in a crystal mirror she disclosed — 
Bold, soldier-like, with many a comrade brave. 
I look around, I seek him every where, 
But not as yet has he my pathway crossed. 

SOLDIERS. 

Castles with walls 

And with battlements high, 

Maidens with pride 

And contempt in their eye, 

These to win would I die. 

Bold he who tries, 

Glorious the prize ! 

We ever obey 

The trumpet's loud call. 

Or whether it lead us 

To joy or our fall. 

Thus passes our life 

In storm and in strife, 
And maidens and castles must yield up their all. 

Bold he who tries, 

Glorious the prize ! 
And the soldier in search of new victories flies. 
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Faustus and Wagner. 

FAUSTUS. 

Now has the quickening glance of Spring released 
From icy bondage every stream and brook, 
And the rich, teeming valley's hopes assume 
A vivid green. Old Winter, powerless grown, 
Has sought the rugged mountains; thence he sends 
But feeble showers of finely frozen snow. 
Which chequer the verdant surface of the plains. 
But nothing white the sun may brook ; and while 
All Nature i» instinct with life and growth, 
He gives to each thing colour ; and what though 
The landscape fail as yet in varied flowers — 
He takes the gay-clad multitude instead. 
Now turn thee round, and from this lofty spot 
Cast back thine eyes upon the city. Look, 
From out the hollow gateway's gloomy jaws 
What motley multitudes are pouring forth. 
This day with joy each suns himself. They keep 
The resurrection of our blessed Lord, 
While their own resurrection they achieve. 
From the unwholesome rooms of houses mean. 
From trade and handicraft's oppressive bonds. 
From the dense weight of gables and of roofs, 
From Harrow streets with stifling numbers 
thronged. 
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From the old churches' venerable gloom^ 

Are all this day brought forth to heaven's pure 

light. 
Look, prithee look, how rapidly the crowd 
Throughout the fields and gardens spreads itself ! 
See what a numerous train of merry boats, 
Borne on the surface of the river, glides 
In all directions ! — And that little bark, 
With numbers laden till it almost sinks, 
Last of them all, now pushes from the shore. 
Even from mountain-paths the most remote 
The many-coloured garments meet the eye. 
And hark ! the village din salutes my ear; 
Now are the people in their very heaven, 
Now young and old delighted shout with joy. — 
Here, here I am a man, here dare be one ! 

WAGNER. 

Much honour and advantage must he gain 
Who walks with you abroad ; though not alone 
Would I here wander, since I am a foe 
To all rude sports, and boisterous merriment ; 
And fiddling, shouting, and the nine-pins' game 
To me are sounds detestable. Men rage 
As were they by the Evil Spirit driven. 
Then call their noisy tumult mirth and song. 
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Peasants {under the lime'iree). 
Dance and Sang. 
*rhe shepherd dressed him for the dance> 
See him in jerkin gay advance^ 

With 1)0W8 and garlands crowned ; 
The crowded circle now is glad, 
Dancing about the tree like mad. 

Hurrah! hurrah? 
Sing, oh be gay ! 
The fiddle thus did sound. 
In haste among the crowd he rushed, 
And 'gainst a maid his elbow pushed 

In manner somewhat rude ; 
The damsel turned and spoke her mind, 
" Truly in this no wit I find ;" 

Hurrah ! hurrah \ 
Sing, oh be gay ! 
" Your breeding is not good.** 
^ut swift the merry ring goes round. 
And right and left the dancers bound. 

Their garments widely flying ; 
Their colour mounts, they soon grow warmi 
Now panting rest they arm in arm ; 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! 
Sing, oh be gay f 
Against hip elbow lying. 
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** Not 80 familiar sir," she said, 
" How often has the bride betrayed 

By treacherous man been found ! '* 
But still he flatters her aside, 
While from the lime-tree far and wide, 

Hurrah! hurrah! 
Sing, oh be gay ! 
The shouts and fiddles sound. 

OLD PEASANT. 

Doctor, 'tis kindly done that on this day 
You scorn us not, and though so deeply learned. 
You still are pleased to mingle in this crowd. 
Now then accept our fairest pitcher, which, 
With fresh poured liquor filled, we here present. 
In this I pledge you, and I pray aloud. 
Not only that your thirst it may assuage. 
But that in number as the drops it holds 
May days be added to your course of life ! 

FAUSTUS. 

I take the cheering draught, and, in return, 
I drink to all both health and happiness. 

[The people gather round him in a circle. 

OLD PEASANT. 

In truth 'tis right that on this joyful day 

You show yourself, for when the times were bad 
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You dealt most kindly with us. Many here 
Now stand alive, whom hardly did your sire 
Snatch from the raging fever's burning grasp, 
When he set limits to the pestilence. 
Then you, still but a youth, your idsits paid 
To each sick house; the dead were carried forth 
In numbers, but in safety you came through. 
He who above gives help, the helper helped. 

ALL. 

Health to the friend whose virtue has been proved ; 
Long may he have the power to succour man ! 

FAUSTUS. 

With reverence lowly bend to Him above, 
Who sends us help, and teaches us to help. 

[He walks on with Wagner. 

WAGNER. 

Oh, thou exalted man ! what feelings must 
The veneration of this crowd excite 
Within thy bosom ! Happy he, who from 
His talents can draw such advantages ! 
The father to his children points thee out, 
Each asks for thee, then presses on in haste, 
The fiddle stops, the dancers' feet stand still. 
Thou walk'st, they stand in lines to see thee pass, 
Aloft into the air they fling their caps, 

d2 
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And scarce withhold the homage of the knee. 
As were the Sacred Host before them borne. 

FAUSTUS. 

A few steps farther yet to yonder stone, 

Where from our wanderings we will rest ourselves. 

Here sat I often, thoughtful and alone. 

And vexed myself with abstinence and prayer. 

Rich in my hope, and steadfast in my faith, 

I thought with tears, and sighs, and hands oft 

wrung 
In earnest, to extort from Him who rules 
In heaven, a period to that pestilence. 
The people's praise now sounds like mockery. 
Oh ! if thou couldst but read my inmost soul, 
Thou'dst see how little either sire or son ^ 
Was ever worthy of such high renown. 
My father was an honourable man, 
Of gloomy soul, who with capricious pains, 
Most honestly, yet in his own wild way. 
On Nature, and her sacred bounds would muse. 
He, with adepts conjoined, betook himself 
To the black laboratory, and there, 
From endless recipes, together fused 
Things the most opposite. A lion red, 
Bold suitor, was within the glowing bath 
United to the lily ; then were both 
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Ruthlessly driven with open flames of fire 
From out one bridal chamber to another. 
If upon this the youthful Queen appeared 
Within the glass, in various colours decked — 
This was the medicine — oft the patients died. 
And no one asked how many were restored. 
Thus with our hellish electuary we raged 
Amongst these vales and mountains, worse by far 
Than was the pestilence itself. I gave 
With my own hand the poisonous draught to 

thousands ; 
They withering sank in death, and I survive 
To hear the reckless murderers bepraised. 

WAGNER. 

On such account why thus distress yourself? 

Is 't not sufficient for an honest man, 

That with exact observance he exerts 

The art received from others ? If while young 

Thou honourest thy father, thou wilt hear 

His lessons willingly ; but man become, 

Canst thou extend the bounds of knowledge, then 

Thy son may aim still higher. 

FAUSTUS. 

Happy he. 
Who from this sea of error to emerge 
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Still hopes! 'Tis what he does not know, man 

wants ; 
And what he does know, can he not employ. — 
But let us not with melancholy thoughts 
Embitter thus the blessings of this hour. 
See how those cottages, begirt with trees, 
Are brightly glistening in the setting sun ! 
He moves — he sinks ! the day is at an end. 
He hastens on to give to others life. 
Oh I that no wing will raise me from the earth. 
And bear me ever following in his track ! 
Then should I*see the tranquil world, outspread 
Beneath my feet, bathed by his evening beams 
In one rich flood of never-dying light. 
Each height on fire, each valley sunk in rest, 
Each silver brook ending its rapid course 
In the deep golden stream. No mountain then. 
However wild or rugged its ravines, 
Might stay my godlike progress. And now see. 
Where on my raptured eyesight bursts at once 
The glorious ocean, girt with many a bay 
And sunny cove ! But would the God at length 
Sink down — at once the new-born impulse wakes; 
On, on I haste to drink his endless light, 
The day before me, night left far behind. 
Above me heaven, and at my feet the waves. 
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A beauteous vision ! — ^meanwhile he departs. 

Ah ! never wing of earthly matter formed 

IMay with the pinions of the mind keep pace ! 

And yet our feelings have an inborn wish, 
Upwards and onwards ever to contend, 

"When far above, lost in the blue expanse. 
The merry lark pours forth his piercing song ; 
when in proud majesty the eagle sails 
On outstretched pinions, round the lofty brow 
Of pine-girt mountain ; and the crane wings home 
His course, unwearied, over plains and seas. 

WAGNER. • 

I have myself strange fancies often had, 
But never yet felt such an impulse. Soon 
Of woods and fields one sees enough, nor cau 
The wing of bird my envious wishes raise. 
How differently the pleasures of the mind 
licad us from book to book, from page to page ! 
Then grow the nights of winter soft and fair. 
And through each member glows a blessed life; 
And ah ! if some choice manuscript thou op'st, 
All heaven itself descends upon thy head. 

FAUSTUS. 

As yet one impulse only dost thou know, 
Oh ! never form acquaintance with the other: 
Two souls, alas, dwell in my bosom ; one 
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Would from the other separate itself. 
The one, with stubborn fondness for the worlds 
Clings to it with 6xed organs ; while aloft» 
Spuming this misty state, the other soars 
To regions where our great forefathers dwell. 
Oh ! if there be now hovering in the air 
Spirits which empire hold 'twixt earth and heaven, 
Swift from your golden atmosphere descend. 
And bear me hence to new and varied life^ 
Ay, were a magic cloak but min^, whose power 
Might waft me at my wish to distant lands, 
I would not give it for the richest robes, 
No, though a royal mantle were the price. 

WAGNER. 

Invoke not thus the well*known band thai 

• streams 
Through the wide atmosphere, and, busy, plots 
From every quarter 'gainst the race of man 
A thousand evils. From the north they come 
Upon thee with sharp tooth and forked tongue ; 
With withering touch they hasten from the east. 
And feed upon thy lungs ; and if the south 
Sendstfrom its parching deserts troops which heap 
In tensest fire upon thy head; the west 
Brings forth vast swarms which give, at first, relief, 
Only to drown thy meadows and thyself. 
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A willing ear they lend, to mischief prone ; 
Obey with joy, most eager to delude ; 
Themselves as sent from heaven would feign ; and 

lisp 
Like angels when they utter forth their lies. 
But let us go ! the world already wears 
A greyish tint, the air grows chill and cold. 
And the damp falls ; 'tis not till close of day 
One truly values home. But wherefore stop. 
And gaze with ^uch astonishment ? Say, what 
Attracts your notice in the twilight thus? 

FAUSTUS. 

Dost see the black dog that amongst the corn 
And stubble ranges ? 

WAGNER* 

I have seen him long. 
But did not deem him worthy of a thought. 

FAUSTUS. 

Look at him well 1 for what dost take the beast ? 

WAGMER. 

For a poor poodle, which in his fashion toils 
To track his master's footsteps. , ' 

FAUSTUS. 

Dost thou mark 
How in wide spiral rings he round us quests. 
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And ever nearer draws i And, err I not, 
A stream of fire follows upon his track. 

WAGNER. 

But a black poodle — nothing else I see. 
Some optical illusion may perhaps 
Deceive you. 

FAUSTUS. 

Now he seems to me to draw 
Light magic snares around our feet, that he 
May form a toil. 

WAGNER. 

Uncertain and alarmed 
I see him spring, since he ty^o strangers finds 
'Stead of his master. 

FAUSTUS. 

Narrow grows the ring. 
Already he is near us. 

WAGNER. 

Look ! thou seest 

It is a dog and not a spirit. Now 

» 

He growls and hesitates, now crouches down 
Upon his belly, now he ws^s his tail — 
All dog-like habits. 

FAUSTUS. 

Join thyself to us ! 
Come here ! 
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WAGNER. 

'Tis but a simple poodle dog. 
Stand still, beside thee he will seat himself; 
Speak, and he '11 fawn upon thee ; if thou shouldst 
Lose aught, he '11 quickly find it ; and will leap 
Into the water for thy stick. 

FAUSTUS. 

Thou 'rt right ! 
I find not any trace of spirit here. 
'Tis training — nothing else. 

WAGNER. 

A dog well taught 
May gain the love of even wise men — he, 
The most accomplished of thy pupils much. 

[They enter the gate of the town. 



A STUDY. 

Faustus, entering with the poodle. 

The fields and meadows I have left, 
With night's thick mantle overspread ; 

Now wakes our better soul to life. 
Filled with foreboding holy dread. 
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Now is each wild emotion lulled. 
Each act impetuous sunk to rest. 

Now does the love of man awake> 
The love of God now fills the breast. 

Be quiet, poodle ! run not up and down ! 
Why dost thou snuffle at the threshold thus ? 
Lay thee behind the stove, and thou shalt have 
My softest cushion. Since thy merry games 
Amused us while we trod the mountain path. 
Receive now, as a quiet, welcome guest, 
The kind attentions which I offer thee. 

Ah ! when within our narrow cell 
Again the lamp's kind lustre glows, 

Within the bosom all grows clear. 
Within the heart itself which knows. 

Wisdom once more her voice uplifts. 
And hope her blossoms opes again ; 

The streams of life man yearns to reach — 
Yes, pants life's sources to attain. 

Nay, growl not, poodle ! this most brutish sound 
But ill accords with those celestial tones 
Which occupy my soul. We oft see men 
Deride the things they cannot understand, 
And murmur at whatever 's good and fair, 
If by some chance it inconvenient prove — 



FAUSTUS. 45 

And will the dog, Hke them, thus growl and snarl? 
But ah ! I feel, though anxious to he pleased^ 
Contentment has already ceased to well 
From out my hreast. And wherefore must the 

stream 
Dry up so speedily, and thirst again 
Torment? How oft have I experienced this ! 
Though does this want admit a remedy. 
We learn to prize things raised above this earth, 
And loi^ for revelation, which shines forth 
With grace and purity, nowhere surpassed. 
In the New Testament. I feel impelled 
To ope the sacred volume, and at once 
Some portion of the pure original text 
Into my own dear language to translate. 

[He opens a volume and prepares himself, 

*Tis written : " In the beginning was the Word.'* 
Here am I at a stand ! who '11 help me on ? 
I can by no means prize the word so high. 
But must translate this in some other way. 
If a true light the Spirit sheds upon me. 
'Tis written : " In the beginning was the Sense." 
Consider well the first line, lest thy pen 
Proceed too hastily. And does the Sense 
Create and regulate all things that are ? 
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Then thus : " In the beginning was the Power.*' 

Yet, even while I write the very word, 

Does something warn me that it cannot stand. 

But now the Spirit aids me ; now I see 

My way at once, and fill'd with confidence 

I write : " In the beginning was the Deed." 

If, poodle, I shall share with thee my room, 
This howling and loud barking prithee cease. 
I cannot in my neighbourhood endure 
A guest po noisy. One of us must quit 
The study. With reluctance I break through 
The laws of hospitality ; but see, 
The door stands open, freely may^st thou go. 
But what do I see ? Can this by natural means 
Occur ? Is this a shadow, or indeed 
Reality ? How long and broad now grows 
My poodle ! with what force he rears him up ! 
No dog's that form. See, what a phantom 'twas 
I brought within my house ! Already like 
A hippopotamus his form appears, 
With flaming eyes, and most terrific teeth. 
Mine art thou sure ! o*er such half-hellish brood 
Th^ key of Solomon has ample power. 

SPIRITS (in the passage.) 
In prison caught within lies one, 
Remain without — him follow none ! 
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As fox in trap with terror shakes. 
An aged lynx of hell there quakes. 
But watchful be ! 
Backwards and forwards fly, 
Your wings to all sides ply. 
And soon he '11 make him free. 
Know ye aught can give him aid, 
Haste ! let no delay be made. 
Desert him not ; for he indeed 
Has helped us often in our need. 

FAUSTUS. 

Now must I first, the beast to meet, 
The spell of all the four repeat : 

Salamander shall glow, 

Udene herself coil, 
Sylph disappear, 
Kobold shall toil. 
The elements* course 
Who knows not, nor force. 
In vain would essay 
To make spirits obey. 

Swiftly in flames now go, 
Salamander ! 
Rushing, together flow, 
Udene ! 
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In charms meteoric shine, 
Sylph ! 

Domestic aid be thine^ 
Incubus! Incubus! 
Come forth ! Attend ! 
This spell now end ! 

^Tis clear that of these four at least 
Lurks not one within the beast. 
Undisturbed he crouches still, 
And grins ; I Vc done him yet no ill. 
Now then from me shalt thou hear 
Spells of.mightier import far. 

My friend) didst make 
From hell escape ? 
This sign then see^ 
To which the knee 
Each imp of darkness bends. 
Now see, with bristling hair his form distends f 

Accursed wretch, give heed ! 

Art able Him to read ? 

Who was or ever time began, 
Whose name to speak I dread. 
Who through all heaven is spread, 

Once impiously transpierced by man. 
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Driven behind the stove by spells^ 
Huge as an elephant it swells. 
Now fills the space its ample height ; 
Dissolved in mist 'twill soon take flight. 
Let not thy form the ceiling meet, 
But lay thee at thy master's feet. 
Thou seest my threats not vainly given. 
I'll scorch thee now with fire from heaven. 

Wait not 
The threefold-glowing light ! 

Wait not 
My strongest proofs of might ! 

MEPHISTOt*Hfe:LES. « 

[CoTnes forward from behind the stove ^ as the 
mist siriksy clad as a travelling scfwlar. 

Wherefore this noise ? How can I serve you, Sir ? 

FAtJSTUS. 

This was the kernel then the poodle held ! 
A travelling scholar ? Truly, I must laugh ! 

MEPHISTOFHELr^S; 

Accept my salutations, learned Sit. , 
Faith,- but you made me in good earnest sweat. 

FAUSTUS. 

What is thy name ? 

MEPHISTOFBELES. 

The question trifling seems 
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For one who holdB the Word in such contempt. 
Who, all regardless of the outward show, 
Seeks but to know the inmost depths of things. 

FAUStUS. 

'Mongst gentlemen like you 'tit mostly found 
The name gives ready knowledge of the man, 
As but too plainly it appears if called 
Fly-god, destroyer, liar. So, once more. 
Who art thou ? Speak ! 

MBPaiSTOPHBLSS. 

Part of the power that wills 
But evil, yet produces ever good. 

PAUSTUS. 

By words so enigmatical what 's meant ? 

MEPHIST0PHBLB8. 

I am the spirit that ever does deny. 

And that with reason ; since whatever is made 

Annihilation merits — therefore 'twere 

Far better nothing ever should arise. 

Thus what you name destruction, sin — in short. 

All you name evil, — is my element. 

FAUSTUS. 

Thou call'st thyself a part, and yet as whole 
Dost stand before me. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis the modest truth 
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That I have told. Though man, that little world 
Of fools, may think he constitutes a whole ; 
I am a part of that part which at first 
Was all ; a part of darkness which gave hirth 
To light, the hai]^hty light, which now contests 
With mother night her ancient rank and space; 
And yet succeeds not, since, howe'er he strive, 
He cleaves to matter, bound as with a chain. 
From matter he streams forth, to matter gives 
Its beauty, and by matter is he hemmed. 
And so I hope, ere long, that he will sink 
With matter to destruction. 

PAUSTUS. 

Now I know 
Thy worthy calling. Naught canst thou destroy 
By wholesale, therefore in a little way 
Dost make beginning. 

MEPRISTOPHELES. 

And, the truth to speak, 
I have as yet but little thus achieved. 
That which to nothing ever is opposed — 
The something, this coarse world — however much 
I*ve tried, I have not yet learned how td reach it ; 
And, spite of rude billows, earthquakes, fires, 

storms. 
Still sea and land repose in quietness. 
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Then the accursed fry of men and brutes— • 
I can by no means get the better of them. 
How many have I buried ! but new blood 
Still circulates afresh. Thus on it goes 
For ever — 'tis enough to drive one mad ! 
From air, from earth, from water — ^all is one— 
Or wet, or dry, or hot, or cold, burst forth 
A thousand germs ; and had I not reserved 
The fire, I should have nothing for myself. 

FAUSTUS. 

So thou dost set thy icy devil's fist. 
Fast clenched in malice impotent, against 
The ever-stirring, all-preserving Power 
Creative ! Chaos' wondrous son, attempt 
Some other enterprize. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We will of this 
Think further, when we shall the next time meet. 
But for the present may I take my leave ? 

FAUSTUS. 

I see not why you ask. I now have made 
Acquaintance with you; come just when you 

please. 
Here is the window, yonder is the door, 
The chimney too is at your service. 

MEFHISTOPHBLES. 

Well, 
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To confess the truth — a trifling obstacle 
Forbids me to depart — the wizard-foot 
Upon your threshold — 

FAUSTUS. 

What ! the Pentagram 
Afficts thee thus ? Nay, tell me, child of hell, 
If that obstructs thee, how didst thou come in ? 
How chanced it such a spirit was entrapped ? 

MEFHISTOPHBLES. 

Observe it well ! it is not truly drawn ; 
One angle, that which on the outside lies, 
Is left a little open as thou seest. 

FAUSTUS. 

There fortune made a lucky hit ! And thus 
Didst thou become my prisoner ? This was 
Mere accident. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

The poodle nothing marked 
As in he sprang, though now the matter wears 
A different face — the devil cannot hence. 

FAUSTUS. 

But why not throt^h the window take thy leave ? 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

Devils and spirits by this law are bound. 
That where they enter, there they must depart. 
The first is in our choice, the second not. 
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FAUSTDS. 

Has even hell its laws ? Why that is well f 
And thus a hinding compact may he made 
With gentlemen like you ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou shalt enjoy 
Even to the full what 's promised, nor shall thence 
One atom be withheld. But this affair 
May not so quickly be arranged. When next 
We meet, we'll talk it over ; now I beg 
Most earnestly that thou wilt let me go. 

FAUSTUS. 

Stay yet a moment longer, and relate 
Something worth telling. 

MEPHISTOFHSLES* 

Let me now depart '. 
Shortly will I return, and thou may'st then 
Question me as thou wilt. 

FAUSTUS. 

I set no toils—* 
'Twas thine own act insnared thee in the net. 
Who holds the devil, let him hold him fast ! 
He'll catch him not so easily again. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If thou dost wish it, I will stay^ and keep 
Thee company ; though on condition that 
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I use my arts to while away the time. 
In manner worthy of thee. 

FAUSTUS. 

Be it so ! 
Thou hast my leave, provided that thy arts 
Be pleasing. 

MBFHISTOFBBLBS, 

Thou, my friend, in this one hour 
Wilt gain more for thy senses, than the whole 
Dull circle of the year can give. The strains 
The delicate spirits sing to thee, the forms. 
The beauteous forms they place before thine 

eyes — 
These are no vain enchantments. Then thy sense 
Of smelling will be gratified ; thy taste. 
Thy touch entranced will revel in delight. 
No need of preparation ; here we are 
Together met. Strike up then ! come, b^n ! 

SFIRITS. 

Ye vaulted roofs which spread 
So darkly overhead, 
Begone ! and let the light 
Of heaven, pure and bright, 
Admittance gain ! Be found 
No more dense clouds around ! — 
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And see ! bright stars appear, 

And suns of milder force themselves uprear. 

Beings pure, of heavenly birth, 

Etherial, free from stain of earth, 

As through the air ye sweep, 
Ever bring within your train 
Sweetest love that knows not pain. 

And nearer still, still nearer to us keep. 

See, of every hue and dye. 
How the fluttering ribands fly. 
How through meads and groves they flaunt, 
Groves which lovers choose to haunt, 
And, abstracted, 'midst the gloom 
Gladly would their lives consume. 
Bowers on bowers flowering blow. 
And the sprouting tendrils grow, 

Now with grapes of ruddiest dye 
Heap the mantlii^ wine-press high. 
Whence in rapid, headlong rush 
Forth the sparkling wine shall gush. 
Shall 'midst glittering jewels wind. 
Leaving far the heights behind, 
Then in spreading lakes be seen 
To grace the swelling hills' rich green. 
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See, the feathered songsters haste 
Never-ending joys to taste. 
Now towards the sun they fly, 
Now to happy isles which lie 
Floating on the glassy tide. 
Spread around them far and wide. 
There we often hear a song. 
Which the merry hands prolong 

Throughout the sunny day, 
Some ascend the lofty hills, 
Some dance, or as their fancy wills, 

Across the meadows stray. 
Others in the crystal lake 
Rich delight in swimming take, 
Others hover overhead. 
Poised on pinions widely spread. 

And ever thus without alloy, 
As high ahove them all the while 
Kindest stars henignant smile. 

Existence, pure and happy, they enjoy. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

He sleeps ! well done, my soft aerial youths ; 
To sleep ye 've fairly sung him, and I am 
Your dehtor for these dulcet strains. Thou art 
Not yet the man to hold the devil fast ! 
Now conjure roimd him dreams of sweetest form. 
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And plunge him in a sea of soft illusions. — 

But to break through the spell the threshold 

guards, 
I want a rat's sharp tooth, nor shall I need 
To summon long ; already rustles one 
In this direction ; he will quickly hear. 
The lord who rules o'er rats and mice. 
O'er flies, and frogs, and bugs, and lice, 
Bids thee now venture forth to come. 
And gnaw the threshold of this room. 
Where he with oil has smear'd it o'er — 
Already hopp'st thou on the floor ? 
To work then ! 'tis the angle lies 
In front, my egress hence denies. 
But one bite more, and 'tis in twain ! — 
Dream, Faustus, till we meet again. 
FAusTus {awaking). 
And am I then a second time deceived ? 
Fades the rich throng of spirits from me thus? 
Did a false dream present the devil's form^ 
And was it then a poodle that escaped ? 
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A Study, Fau8tu8. Mephistopheles. 

FAUSTUS. 

Does some one knock? Gome in ! Who thus again 
Will harass me ? 

MEPHISTOPHELEB. 

'TisI! 

FAUSTUS. 

Come in ! 

MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

Thou must 
Repeat it thrice. 

FAUSTUS. 

Come in then ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So thou dost 
Well please me. We, I hope, shall he good 

friends, 
For, to expel the fancies from thy hrain, 
As a young nohleman I now have come. 
In scarlet coat thick-hroidered o'er with gold. 
My cloak of stiffest silk, upon my hat 
A cock's tall feather, and my side adorned 
With a long pointed sword ; and, to be brief. 
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I'd have thee in this fashion clothe thyself, 

That from all trammels freed, thou may'st now 

learn 
What life in earnest is. 

FAUSTUS. 

In every dress 
The pain of this earth's most contracted life 
Will cling about me. I am now too old 
For childish pleasures only, still too young 
To have no wish. And what can this world give ? 
Abstain ! abstain ! that is the weary song 
Which everlastingly in each man's ear 
Is ringing ; which, with ceaseless chant, each hour 

Proclaims in hoarsest accents while life lasts. 
Each morning but with horror do I wake, 
And see the day which in its course will not 
Accomplish one wish for me, no, not one ; 
Which with capricious cavils will abate 
Even the forethought of each dearest joy, 
And with a thousand worthless trifles thwart 
The fond creations of my active breast. 
And then, when night approaches, and I stretch 
Myself in anguish on my bed, ev'n there 
No rest is given me, ever with wild dreams 
Alarmed. The God who in my bosom dwells, 
Who can at pleasure stir my inmost soul, 
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And over all my energies has sway, 

No power possesses over outward things. 

And thus existence is a grievous load, 

Death much desired, and life grown hateful to me. 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Yet death is never quite a welcome guest. 

FAUSTUS. 

Ohy happy he, around whose blood-stained brow, 
In vict'ry's pride, death twines the laurel wreath ; 
Whom, whei\ the impetuous maddening dance is 

o'er, 
He finds reclining in soft beauty's arms ! 
Oh had I then, before the spirit's power. 
Entranced, exanimate, but sunk away ! 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

And yet a certain person drank not off 
A certain brownish liquid on that night. 

FAUSTUS. 

'Twould seem thy pleasure to enact the spy. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Omniscient I am not, yet much I know. 

FAUSTUS. 

Well, since a sweet familiar strain had power 
To draw me froi9 the horrors thronging round. 
And with a note of happier days to cheat 
Whatever still was lingering in my breast 
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Of childhood's feelings, — ^now I curse each thiBg 
That snares the soul with blind and juggling 

arts. 
And tricks it in this den of wretchedness 
With flattery and falsehood. First of all 
Be cursed the high conceit in which the mind 
Doth ever clothe itself! Accursed those shows 
Delusive, false, which haunt our busy thoughts ! 
Cursed all the flattering fancies of our dreams 

4 

Which picture glory and a lasting name ! 
Be cursed all property which feeds our pride, 
Or wife, or child, or servants, or domains ! 
Accursed be Mammon, when with stores of wealth, 
He spurs us on to deeds of daring ; when 
With careful hand he smooths our downy couch, 
Luxurious joys promoting ! Cursed the juice, 
Refreshing, balmy, from the grape expressed ! 
Cursed be all joys of love, all hope, all faith ; 
And, above all, be patience ever cursed ! 

Chorus of Spirits {invisible,) 

Alas ! alas ! 

Thou hast destroyed this beauteous world ! 

Struck with thy mighty blow, 

It totters, sinks, falls low, 
Down by a demigod to ruin hurled ! 
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Away we sweep 

Its relics into empty space, 
And loudly weep 

The beauty we no longer trace. 
Mightiest of the sons of earth, 
Proudest, once more give it birth. 
The structure once more in thy bosom raise ! 
Again, with senses clear. 
Begin life's bright career, 
And newest songs shall utter forth thy praise'! 

MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

Of all my spirits hovering near, 
Are these the least whom now you hear. 
Hark ! how they slily counsel give 
'Midst joy and bustle thou should'st live. 
Forth to the world so fair and good, 
From dull and dreary solitude. 
Where sense and blood grow stiff and chill, 
They would entice thee 'gainst thy will. 
Cease thus to trifle with thy wretchedness^ 
Which, as a vulture, ever gnaws thy life. 
The worst of company will. make thee feel 
Thou art a man 'mongst men : although, indeed, 
I never thought to let thee take thy place 
Among the common herd. I cannot boast 
High birth, 'tis true ; but wilt thou henceforth tread 
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The path of life with me, upon the spot 
I'll make me thine. I am thy comrade, or, 
If such thy wish, thy servant and thy slave. 

FAUSTUS. 

And in return, what service must I yield ? 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

You Ve time enough to think of that. 

FAUSTUS. 

No, no ! 
The Devil is an egotist, nor will. 
For the mere love of God, do any act 
To profit others. Frankly name thy terms ; — 
Such servant brings much danger where he comes. 

mephistophei.es. 
While Hercy to serve thee I will bind myself, 
Nor sleep nor slumber at thy bidding know : 
Thou, when we some day Yonder meet, shalt do 
The same for me. 

FAUSTUS. 

But little do I care 
For that same yonder. If you shatter first 
This world in fragments- — why, the other 'then 
May, if it will, arise. From out this earth 
Flow all my joys : this sun it is that shines 
Upon my sufferings. Can I but from these 
Once separate myself — then come what will ! 
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ril hear no more if men hereafter hate 

And love ; or whether in those spheres there be 

An Upper and an Under, as with us. 

MSPRISTOPHELES. 

Thou well may'st make the venture in this mood. 
Bind thee at once, and straightway thou shalt see 
My arts delighted. I will give thee things 
The eye of man has never seen. 

FAUSTUS. 

And what 
Wilt thou, poor devil, give ? Thou hast, 'tis true. 
Food which can never satisfy ; bright gold. 
Which, like the restless quicksilver, escapes 
Betwixt man's fingers ; play, which ever brings 
Sure loss ; a maid, who, even in my arms. 
Ogles my neighbour with a wanton eye ; 
The bright, the godlike joy of honour, which 
Vanishes like a meteor ! Show me fruit 
Which rots before 'tis plucked, and tree9 new 

clothed 
Each day in freshest green. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A task like this 
I fear not : treasures such as these are mine. 
But, my good friend, the day will come at last. 
When we may feast in quiet on what's good. 

F 
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FAtJSTUS. 

If ever on a bed of sloth I lie, 
Composed and calm, then terminate my course ! 
If thou canst ever, with thy flattering lies, 
Fill me with self-complacency, — canst once 
Cheat me with pleasure — be that day my last ! 
The bet I offer. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Done ! 

FAUSTUS. 

My hand upon 't ; 
If ever to the passing hour I say, 
" Yet stay awhile, thou art so beautiful '/' 
Then bind me in thy fetters hand and foot; 
Then willingly 111 perish ; then be tolled 
My passing bell ; then be thy service ended. 
The clock may stand — the hand drop off— time be 
For me no more. 

MEPHTSTOPHELES. 

Bethink thee well of this. 
We shall remember it. 

FAUSTUS. 

1 

Thou clearly hast 
The right to do so. Rashly have I not 
Engaged myself. A slave I ever am : 
Thine or another's — then^ what matters it ? 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This very day, then, as you sit at meat, 
I shall begin my service. One thing more — 
To make the matter sure, I must just beg 
A line or two. 

FAUSTUS. 

How, pedant ! Wilt thou have 
A written document ? Hast never known 
Man, nor the word of man ? Is *t not enough 
My word, now spoken, must for ever rule 
My fate ? Rush not the world's mad torrents on 
Unchecked, and shall a promise bind me ? Yet 
This prejudice is planted in our hearts ; 
Who thence would wish t' expel it ? Happy 

he 
Within whose bosom truth unsullied dwells ; 
No sacrifice will he be forced to mourn ! 
But parchment, when engrossed and duly stamped, 
Is a dread spectre all men would avoid. 
The word, while even in the pen, expires, 
But wax and leather make its empire sure. 
What wouldst thou, evil spirit ? marble, brass. 
Parchment, or paper ? Shall I write with pen, 
Graver, or style ? Thou hast the choice of all. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why with such needless vehemence exert 

F 2 
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Thy rhetoric ? The smallest scrap will do. 
Thou wilt subscribe it with a drop of blood. 

FAUSTUS. 

If this will fully satisfy thee, I 
Will grant the whim. 

MSPHISTOPHELES. 

Blood's a peculiar juice. 

FAUSTUS. 

Nay, never tremble lest I break the bond. 
My soul's best energies but strive to gain 
Precisely what I promise. Far too high 
Has my inflated pride exalted me — 
'Tis to thy class alone that I belong. 
The mighty spirit treated me with scorn ; 
Nature is closed against me ; snapped in twain, 
Lost is my thread of thought ; I long have loathed 
Knowledge of every kind. — Then let us cool 
Our glowing passions in the lowest depths 
Of sensuality ! Be placed forthwith 
In readiness the wonders now concealed 
Beneath the impervious veil of sorcery ! 
Plunge we amidst the rushing tide of time. 
Into the whirl of accident ! There may 
Pleasure and pain, vexation and success, 
Succeed each other even as they will ! — 
Action for restless man alone is fit. 
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MBPHISTOPHfiLES. 

No bounds, no limits to your course are set. 

If 't be your wish to cull from each thing sweets, 

And as you fly along, to snatch at all. 

Much good may 't do you I Only, friend, fall to. 

And he not shy. 

FAUSTUS. 

I tell thee once again. 
Pleasure is not the question. No, henceforth 
To headlong passions I devote myself, 
To agonizing joy, enamoured hate, 
To stimulating grief. My hreast, now cured 
Of the fierce thirst of knowledge, never more 
Shall against any pang he closed, hut all 
That is apportioned 'mongst mankind at large, 
I will enjoy within my inward self; 
Grapple in spirit with the loftiest heights. 
And lowest depths ; heap up the weal and woe 
Of all men on my breast, and thus dilate 
Myself to them, and in the end like them 
Will perish. 

HEPHISTOFHBLBS. 

Oh ! helieve me, who have chewed 
The same hard food so many thousand years, 
That from the cradle to the bier, no man 
Digests the ancient leaven. Nay, believe 
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One like myself, 'twas for a God alone 
This whole was made. In light ineffable 
He ever dwells — us he has placed in darkness — 
Only the day and night are fit for you. 

FAUSTUS. 

Ay, but I will ! 

MEPHISTOPBBLES. 

That is not much amiss ! 
Nor am I troubled but on one account; 
Our time is short, and art demands much pains. 
I should suppose you scarcely will refuse 
To hear good counsel. Seek a poet out, 
And let the gentleman give ample range 
To his imagination ; let him heap 
Upon your honoured head with liberal hand ' 
Each noble quality — the lion's heart, 
The stag's fleet foot, the Italian's flery blood, 
The enduring firmness northern regions boast. 
Let him find out the secret to combine 
Greatness of soul with cunning; how. to love 
By system, while youth's passions fiercely burn. 
With such a gentleman I should be glad 
Myself to form acquaintance, and I'd name 
Him Mister Microcosmus. 

FAUSTUS. 

Prithee then 
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What am I» if I never may attain 
Humanity's fair crown, for which each sense 
Strives hard ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou art at last — just what thou art. 
Deck thee in wigs with curls in millions graced ; 
Insert thy foot in socks an ell in height — 
Thou still art what thou art. 

FAUSTUS. 

Yes, yes, I feel it ! — 
Vainly have I gathered round me all 
The treasures of the human mind ; and when 
I would at last rest from my weary toil, 
No new-bom power springs up within my breast. 
No, not a single hair's breadth am I higher. 
Not one step nearer to the infinite. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My worthy Sir, you take the self-same view 
Of things that man is ever wont to take ; 
But we must manage better ere hfe*s joys 
Desert us. Why, the deuce ! thy hands, and feet, 
And head are surely thine? And is each thing 
I taste with joy on that account less mine ? 
If I can keep six horses for my use. 
Is not their strength my own ? I speed along, 
As proper a man as if I could pretend 
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To four-and-twenty legs. Take courage, then ! 
DismisB all useleas thinking, and at once 
Manfiilly enter on the world with me. 
I tell thee, that a man who speculates 
Is like a beast by some bad spirit urged 
To move in circles on a barren heath, 
While greenest pastures spread on every side. 

PAUSTUS. 

But how shall we begin ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why let us start 
This very moment. What a place is this 
Of torture ! truly a most precious life ! 
Wearying thy youthful hearers and thyself. 
Leave such things to thy neighbour Goodman 

Paunch— 
Why plague thyself with threshing barren straw ? 
And after all thou dar'st not to impart 
Thy choicest knowledge to the lads. And hark ! 
I hear one in the hall. 

FAUSTUS. 

On no account 
Can I admit him now. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

The poor boy has 
Long waited, nor should now be sent away 
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Disconsolate. Give me thy cap and gown ! 
The mask no douht will suit me to perfection. 

[He dresses himself up. 
Now tfttfit my wit. I do not ask for more 
Than fifteen minutes ; thou meanwhile, my friend. 
Make thyself ready for our pleasant trip. 

[Exit Faustus. 
MBPHisTOPHBLBs, (^iu Faustus*s gowti,) 
Ay , go, and only from thy heart despise 

Reason and knowledge, man's chief strength ; but 

once 
Permit the spirit of falsehood to confirm 
Thy faith in magic, and false juggling shows — 
And thou art mine, even without conditions. 
Fate has bestowed a spirit on this man. 
Which, hurrying forward with unbridled haste, 
O'erleaps with frantic efforts all life's joys. 
Him will I drag along through life's wild wastes. 
Through vapid emptiness ; and he shall stand 
In fixed amazement, and about me cling. 
And struggle hard ; and o'er his craving lips 
Shall meat and drink hang hovering, to excite 
His appetite insatiable. In vain 
He shall implore refreshment, and even though 
He had not to the Devil given himself. 
He must at last have perished without hope. 

[A Student enters. 
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STUDENT. 

I am but juBt arrived, and hither haste, 

Full of devoutest reverence, to see 

One whom the world in highest honour holds. 

HEFHISTOPHBLES. 

Your courtesy is pleasing. You but see 
A man like many others. Have you yet 
Elsewhere addressed yourself? 

STUDENT. 

i pray you take 
Some charge of me. With disposition good, 
Youth, and a little money, I have come. 
My mother scarcely found it in her heart 
To let me go, but I would something learn 
Worth knowing. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Good ! you 're at the very place. 

STUDENT. 

To speak the truth, already could I wish 
Myself away. These walls and lecture-rooms 
By no means please me. So confined the space ! 
Then there is nothing green, not even a tree ; 
And seated on the benches in the halls. 
Sight, hearing, thought, desert me altogether. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Habit will make all easy. Thus the child 
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Takes at the first unwillingly the breast, 
Though soon with pleasis'e it extracts its food. 
And so will you, at wisdom's breast, each day 
Find more delight. 

STUDENT. 

With rapture shall I hang 
Upon her bosom ; only tell me how 
I may arrive there. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Ere,.we further go. 
Say, what profession has your choice ? 

STUDENT. 

I wish 
To be right learned, and would comprehend 
All that the heavens and earth contain ; the stores 
Of science and of nature. 

MEPHISTOPHEI^S. 

Here you are 
On the right scent ; only take heed that noi^ht 
Distract your mind. 

STUDENT. 

Devoted heart and soul 
I am to study ; though I must confess. 
Some freedom and diversion I should like 
When the bright summer holidays arrive. 



16 FAUSTT7S. 

MBPHIST0PHELI8. 

Make the beet use of time, it flies bo fMt ; 
But method will instruct you to gain time. 
Therefore, my frieud, I recommend that first 
You learn the logic of the schools. Thus will 
Your mind be strictly drilled — in Spanish boots 
Laced tightly, that henceforward it may creep 
With circumspection in the path of thought. 
Nor, like an ignis fatuttSy flit about 
To every side. They '11 teach you many a day. 
That things done hitherto at once, off hand. 
As easily as you would eat and drink. 
Must of necessity have one, two, three. 
In truth the fabric of the thoughts is like 
A weaver's master-piece ; one treadle moves 
A thousand threads, the restless shuttles dart 
From side to side, the threads flow on unseen. 
And at one stroke a thousand bonds are knit. 
Then your philosopher steps in and proves 
That so it must be : if the first be so. 
The second so, the third and fourth must then 
Be so ; but first and second wanting, then 
Had third and fourth not been. And this you 'U 

find 
That scholars of all nations highly prize — 
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Though none have yet proved weavers. He who will 
Describe some living thing, first seeks to drive 
The spirit from it ; then in his hand he holds 
The parts, 'tis true — only there fails, alas ! 
The intellectual bond. This chemists term 
Encheiresis naturse, and the while' 
Themselves, unwittingly, they thus deride. 

STUDENT. 

I cannot catch your meaning quite. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

All this 
Will seem much clearer shortly, when you Ve 

learned 
How to reduce and classify each thing. 

STUDENT. 

What you have said but makes me as confused 
As were a mill-wheel turning in my head. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In the next place, before all else, apply 

To metaphysics. See you (ill your head 

With thoughts profound, not meant for human 

brains; 
And for each thing, or understood or not, 
Will a fine word be ever useful found. 
Be sure for this half year you take strict caVe 
To be most regular. You will each day 
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Attend five lectures. Ever take your place 
At stroke of clock ; and see you come prepared 
With vell-conued passages, that should he say 
Aught stands not in the book, you may at ouce 
Detect him ; — though be sure you write all down, 
As though the Holy Ghost were dictating. 

STUDENT. 

You shall not need say that a second time ; 

Its value I can see, for what one has 

In black and white, one can take home in comfort. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

But a profession choose. 

STUDENT. 

I have no mind 
For jurisprudence. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Neither can I there 
Much blame you, friend. I know the nature well 
Of that same science. Laws are handed down 
Like an hereditary sore disease, 
From race to race, and slowly glide along 
From one spot to another. Reason turns 
To foolishness ; beneficence becomes 
A heavy ill. Woe to thee if thou art 
A grandson ! As for natural rights — alas ! 
They 're never thought of. 
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STUDENT. 

Sir, your words but serve 
To strengthen my repugnance more and more. 
Oh happy he whom you instruct ! and now 
I abnost think to choose theology. 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

I would not willingly mislead you, but 

Hard is it in this science to avoid 

The path of error, so much poison lies 

Concealed within it, difficult to know 

From the pure medicine. Here again 'twere best 

One master only to attend, and by 

His words to swear. ' In short — stick fast to 

words ; 
Then will you pass the gate which safely leads 
To certainty's fair temple. 

STUDENT. 

Still to words 
Some meaning must attach. 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

Right, right ! and yet 
We must not feel too anxious on that score, 
For 'tis precisely where the meaning fails 
A word most opportunely comes to hand. 
With words we bravely carry on disputes ; 
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With words build up a Bystem ; men to words 
Will yield a ready faith ; nor can we take 
From words even one iota. 

STUDENT. 

Pardon me. 
That I so long detain you, but I must 
Be once more troublesome. Be pleased to say 
Two words on medicine. Ah ! three years afford 
But little time, and then, Grod knows, the field 
Is far too wide. A hint will help me on. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {oSlde). 

I grow quite weary of this prosing tone. 
And must again the genuine devil play. 
{Al(md,) The spirit of medicine easily is caught; 
With care you study all that earth contains — 
But at the last to let things take the course 
Which Grod appoints. In vain you run about 
With scientific objects ; each man learns 
But what he can — 'tis he alone is wise 
Who turns the present moment to his use. 
Good is your person, in assurance too 
You nothing lack ; if but self-confident, 
The world will then place confidence in you. 
But, above all, I'd have you learn to lead 
The women ; all their endless ohs and ahs, 
So thousandfold, may by one mode be cured, 
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And » half-modest manner only wear, 

You have them, look you, all heneath your thumb. 

A title take, to satisfy their minds 

That you in skill surpass all others, and 

You will at once those privileges gain 

Which most men toil whole years for. Learn to 

press 
The pulse with tenderness, and boldly clasp 
Them round the slender waist, with sly warm 

glance, • 
To ascertain how tightly it is laced. 

STUDENT. 

This wears a better face ! one sees one's way ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Grey is all theory, my dear young friend, 
But ever green the golden tree of life. 

STUDENT.. 

I voW I feel as this were all a dream ! 
May I intrude some other time^ to hear 
Your wisdom from its source ? 

MEPHISTOFHE LES. 

Whate'er I can 
You may command. 

STUDENT. 

I can by no means go 

G 



82 FAUSTUS. 

Till I have placed my album in your hands. 
Pray grant this maik of favour. 

MBPHISTOPHBLRS. 

WiUingly. 
[He writes^ and returns it 
STUDENT {reads,) 
Eritis aicut Deu8, scientes bonum et malum. 

[He closes the book respectfiilly^ and takes 
his leave, 

MSPHISTOPHELES. 

Follow the ancient saying, and, the snake 
My worthy cousin —without doubt some day 
You, with your likeness to your Maker, will 
Be sad enough. 

FAUSTUS (enter*.) 
Now, whither shall we go? 

MSPBISTOPBELES. 

Where it shall please thee. First of all we'll see 
The little world, the greiit world afterwards. 
With what delight, what profit wiU. you take 
This joyous course ! 

FAUSTUS. 

The polished ways of life 
Suit not my length of beard. The attempt will fail 
I never oould conform me to the world ; 
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And when in company, I feel myself 

Of no account. Embarrassed I shall be. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That will all shortly come. As soon, my friend, 
As thou hast gained self-confidence, thou know'st 
The art to live. 

FAUSTUS. 

But how to go ? Where are 
Thy carriage, horses, servants ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All we need 
Is but to spread this mantle, which will waft 
Us swiftly through the air. But mind you take 
No heavy baggage on this daring trip. 
A Uttle air inflammable, which I 
Will now prepare, will lift us from the earth, 
And if but light, we shall mount rapidly. 
I wish you joy of your new course of life ! 



G 2 



S4 



FAUSTUS. 



Auerbach's Wine Vaults at Leipsig. 
A party of merry fellows. 

FROSCH. 

How now ! how now ! will no one drink nor laugh ? 
I'll teach you all to make long faces ! Why, 
Yc *re like wet straw to*day, and yet are wont 
To blaze right merrily. 

BRANDER. 

The fault is thine ; 
Thou dost contribute nothing ; no dull jest. 
No, nor one filthy trick. 

FROSCH. 

[Pours a glass of wine over kis head. 
There hast thou both. 

BRANDER. 

Thou dirtiest hog ! 

FROSCH. 

'Twas thou would'st have me so. 

SIKBEL. 

Out, out with him who quarrels here! Come, lads, 
Sing in full chorus, drink and shout ! holla ! 
Ho! holla! ho! 
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ALTMA.YER. 

Woe's me, I am undone ! 
Some cotton here ! the fellow splits my ears. 

SIEBEL. 

When the arched ceiling echoes back the sound. 
The base voice truly manifests its power. 

FROSCH. 

'Twas rightly said ; out^ who takes aught amiss ! 
Tara lara da ! 

ALTMATER. 

Tara lara da ! 

FROSCH. 

Our voices are in tune. 

{Sings,) 
The holy Roman empire now, 
How holds it still together ? 

BRANDER. 

A sorry song ! 
Fie, a political song ! a vile song ! 
Thank God each morning that the empire*s cares 
Rest not upon your shoulders. As for me, 
I bless my stars that I no emperor am, 
Nor chancellor neither. Still there must be one 
To act as ruler ; we will choose a pope — 
Ye know what qualities will turn the scale, 
And cause a man to gain the highest rank/ 
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PROSCH {dngs.) 
Up, nightingale, and through the air 
My greetings to my loved one bear. 

8IKBBL. 

No greetings to thy love 1 I'll none o' them. 

FROSCH. 

Ay, ay, and kisses too, despite of thee. 

(Sings.) 
Open bolts ! night rules o*er all ; 
Open ! 'tis thy lover's call ; 
But make all fast, when night is past. 

SIEBSL. 

Ay, sing, sing on ; praise her and cry her up ; 
My turn for laughing will be here ere long — 
She jilted me ; .she* U do the same to you. 
May she some goblin as a lover have. 
And let them kiss and toy where four roads meet ! 
May some old goat, from Blocksbeig on his way, 
As past he gallops, bleat her a good night ! 
An honest lad, of genuine flesh and blood, 
Is for the wench too good. I will not hear 
Of any greetings, save her windows smashed. 

BRANDER (striking the table,} 
Attend ! attend ! now listen, and confess 
That, gentlemen, I know life's usages. 
Here love-sick folks are present; ere we part, 
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I would afford them something, as a treat, 
May sttit their circumstances. Now attend ! 
Here is a song ; 'tis of the newest make, 
And look ye give the chorus heartily. 

A rat which in a cellar lived 

Would eat but choicest fare. 
Until in time he got a paunch 

With Luther's might compare. 
The cook she placed a poisoned bait, 
Which brought him to as sad a state 
As were love in his body. 

CHORUS {shouting.} 

As were love in his body! 

BRANDER. 

And round and round he runs, and drinks 

From every pool he sees : 
He gnaws and scratches through the house, 

But nought can give him ease ; 
And many a bound he makes in air. 
Poor beast ! he now no more can bear, 
As were love in his body. 

CHORUS. 

As were love in his body ! 
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BRANDER. 

Now urged by pain, he seeks the light. 

And to the kitchen flies. 
Falls on the hearth, and struggles hard. 

And sadly panting lies. 
In triumph laughs aloud the cook ; 
Ah ! the last gasp his frame then shook, 
As were love in his body. 

CHORUS. 

As were love in his body ! 

SIEB£Ij* 

How the dull fellows chuckle ! 'Tis, forsooth, 
A clever thing to, lay a poisoned bait 
For the poor rats. 

BRANDER. 

It seems they hold some place 
In thy esteem ? 

ALTMATER. 

The fat, bald-pated tuni 
The ugly accident has brought him down. 
In the large, swollen rat, 'tis clear he sees 
His own resemblance to the very life. 

Enter Faustus and Mephistopheles. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now must I introduce thee, first of all, 
To merry company, that thou may'st see 
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How easily can life glide on. These men 
Keep all days as a festival, and each, 
With little wit, but much complacency, 
Turns ever in a narrow circle round, 
As does the kitten chasing its own tail. 
Can they but 'scape a headache, and procure 
A little longer credit from their host. 
Careless, and quite content, they pass their days. 

BRANDER. 

They come from off a journey ; that one sees 
By their unusual manner. They have not 
Been here an hour. 

FROSCH. 

Thou art right, no doubt. 
Leipsig's the place for me ! It is, in truth, 
A little Paris, and to each one gives 
A finished air. 

SIEBEL. 

For what, now, dost thou take 
These strangers ? 

FROSCH. 

Wait ; let me alone for that ! 
O'er a full glass 111 worm it from them, as 
One draws a child's first tooth. To me they seem 
Of noble birth, their bearing is so proud 
And discontented. 
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BRANUBR. 

I will wager, now, 
They prove two mountebanks. 

ALTMATBR. 

'Tis like enough. 

FROSCH. 

Be but upon the watch ! I'll roast them well. 

MEPHISTOPHELES ^to FaUStUS.) 

These people would not smell the devil out. 
No, though he even had them by the throaC 

PAUSTUS. 

We greet you. Sirs. 

SIEBEL. 

And we return with thanks 
Your salutation. 

[Softly y looking sideways at Mephistopheles. 
What ! the fellow halts 
Upon one foot. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Will ye permit us, Sirs, 
To join your party ? 'Stead of choicest wines, 
Which here we must not look for, we shall find 
Much pleasure in your company. 

ALTMATBR. 

You seem 
A most fastidious gentleman indeed ! 
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FROSCH. 

'Twas late ere ye left Rippkeh, I should guess. 
Supped ye before ye started with Squire Hans ? 

MSPHISTOPHELES. 

To-day we journeyed by him ; but last time 
We had some talk. Of s kinsmen he spoke much. 
And charged 'U9'with"hi8 <eompliment8 to each. 

' J '« . [He bows towards Frosch. 

ALTMATSR i^oftly*) 

Thou hast it t]i^« ! He knows what he's about. 

> SISBBL. 

A knowing fellow ! 

I FROSCH. 

Wait ! I'll have him soon. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Unless I err, some practised voices sang 
But now in chorus. ' Doubtless must the voice 
Re-echo downwards from this vaulti^d roof 
With fine effect. 

FROSCH. 

Are you a connoisseur ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh, no * weak is my skill, though strong indeed 
My passion. 

ALTMATER. 

Come, then, let us have a song. 
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Ay, plenty, if you wiBh it. 

Only mind 
That it be new. 

MBPHIBTOPBBLEB. 

We come but now from Spain, 
The beauteouB land of minatreliy and wine. 
(Singt.) 
Once on a time there waa a king, 
Who bad a monatrouB flea — 

Nay, hark ! a flea ! caught ye that rightly, friends 7 
I bold your flea to be a dainty guest. 

MBPHISTOPBELES (jlfl^s). 

Once on a time there was a king 

Who had a monstrous flea. 
He luved him with no little lore 

As though his son were he. 
The king bis tailor sent to call. 

In haate the tailor flew; 
" Now measure him for coat and veat. 

And e'en for breeches too." 

BRANnER. 

Be Kure juu warn the tailor that he lake 
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His measure nicely, and, if he loves his head, 
He let no wrinkle in the breeches show. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

And now behojd in richest silk 

And velvet he is dressed, 
And ribands gay his clothes adorn, 

A cross is on his breast. 
And straight Prime Minister he's made, 

A brilliant star he wears ; 
His kindred quickly flock to court. 

Where each some office bears. 

The gentlemen at court were plagued, 

And eke the ladies gay. 
The queen, and her own maid as well. 

Sore bitten night and day. 
Nor dared they kill a single flea, 

Nor brush one off in haste — 
We kill and crack them as we please. 

Whene'er our blood they taste. 

CHORUS {shouting.) 
We kill and crack them as we please, 
Whene'er our blood they taste ! 

FROSCH. 

Bravo ! bravo ! that was most excellent ! 

SIBBEL. 

Thus be it with each flea ! 
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BRANDER. 

Your fingers point ; 
Catch them and nick them cleverly I say. 

ALTMATER. 

Liberty and wine for ever ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

I should like 
To drink a glass in praise of liberty, 
Were your wine better. 

SIEBEL. 

Let's hear that no more. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But that I fear our host might take offence, 
I would regale such worthy gentlemen 
From our own cellar. 

SIEBEL. 

Bring it only here I 
ril bear the blame. 

PROSCH. 

And if your glass be full, 
Well praise you friend ; only take good heed 
You bring no scanty samples. Ere I give 
My judgment, I must have my mouth well filled. 

ALTMAYER (softll/.) 

"Tis from the Rhine they come, I now perceive. 
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MEPRISTOPHELES. 

Bring me a gimlet. 

BRANDER. 

Wherefore, I would ask ? 
Your hogsheads surely are not at the door ? 

ALTMATBR. 

There stands our landlord's tool-chest. 

MEPHISTOPHEI^S. 

[Taking the gimlet — to Frosch. 

Now then say 
What wine you wish to taste ? 

FROSCH. 

How mean you that ? 
Have you so many sorts ? 

MBFHISTOPHELES. 

I give to each 
His choice. 

ALTMATER (to FrOSCh.) 

Already thou dost lick thy lips. 

FROSCH. 

Well then, he 't Rhine wine, if I needs must choose. 
Our native land affords the choicest gifts. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. , 

[While he bores a hole iff ^hfi £dg^,qf, ike 
table at the place whe^re Frosch sits. 
To make the stoppers quickly, hring me now 
A little wax. 
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ALTMATER. 

Why these are jugglers' tricks ! 
MBPHisTOPHBLEs (to Brander.} 
And you ? 

BRANDER. 

Champagne, and let it be right sparkling ! 
[Mephistopheles bores again. Meantime one 
of the party has made the wax stoppers 
and closed the holes. 
We must at times to foreign lands resort ; 
For often what is best is most remote. 
A true-bred German cannot bear the French, 
Yet does he drink most willingly their wines. 

SIEBEL. 

[ While Mephistopheles approaches him. 
None of your acid stuff! here, let me have 
Some genuine, good, sweet wine. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {hOTeS,) 

Tokay shall flow 
This instant for you. 

ALTMAYER. 

Nay, but, gentlemen — 
Why, look me in the face ! 'tis clear enough. 
You only mean to banter us. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How, how ! 
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That were indeed to venture somewhat far 
Witb such distinguished guests.. Come, come! 

m*ake haste ! 
Out with it quickly ! say at once what wine 

You wish for. 

ALTMAYER. 

Any I no need ask again. 
{After all the holes have been bored and stopped. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

( With strange gestures.) 

Grapes does the vine-plant hear ! 
Horns does the he-goat wear ! 
Wine is juicy, the vine is wood, 
The wooden tahle can give as good. 
A deep glance into nature see ! 
A miracle ! but credit me ! 

Now then draw forth the stoppers, jand enjoy. 

ALL. 

l^As they draw the stoppers out^ and the 
wished for wine fiows into the glass of 
each^-* 
Oh ! fairest fountain, gushing forth for us I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Only be careful that ye nothing spill. 

[They, drink repeatedly. 
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ALL {singing). 
We are as happy as cannibals, 
As twice five hundred hogs, Sir. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Now are these fellows in their glory ; see 
How merrily they drink ! 

FAUSTUS. 

I should now like 
To take my leave. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Stay yet, and watch them. Soon 
Will sheer brutality display itself. 

SIEBEL. 

[Drinks carelessly; the wine falls on the 
ground^ and turns to flame. 
Help ! help ! fire ! fire ! Hell hlazes forth ! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

[Conjuring the flame. 
Be still. 
Thou friendly element ! 

[To Siebcl. 
For this time 'twas 
Only a drop of purgatorial fire. 

SIEBEL. 

How mean you that ? Hold ! you shall dearly pay 
For this. It Btems vou do not know us, Sir. 
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FROSCH. 

He 'd best not play us such a trick again. 

ALTMATER. 

How if we gently hint he *d better go ? 

SIEBBL. 

How now, Sir ! Do you venture to play off 
Your hocus-pocus tricks upon us here ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Silence, old wine-butt ! 

SIEBBL. 

Broomstick ! wilt thou then 
Insult us ? 

BRANDER. 

Wait ! *t will speedily rain blows. 

ALTMATER* 

[Draws a stopper from the table ; fire darts 
out against Mm, 

I bum ! I bum ! 

SIEBEL. 

'Tis sorcery ! mn him through ! 
The fellow's life is justly forfeited. 

[They draw their knives^ and rush on Me- 
phistopheles. 

H 2 
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MBPHI8TOPHELE8 {imtk sefious mien). 
By word and false show vexed, 
Be sense and scene perplexed; 
Now here, there next ! 
[They stand in amazement^ and look at each 
other, 

ALTMATBR. 

Where am I ? Oh ! how lovely is this land ! 

FROSCH. 

Vineyards ! Do not my eyes deceive me ? 

SIEBEL. 

And 
Grapes within reach ! 

BRANDER. 

Beneath these matted leaves 
See what a nohle stem ! what clustering grapes ! 
[He takes Siehel by the nose. The rest seize 
each other in the same way^ and raise 
their knives, 

MEPHisTOFHELES (oj before). 
Error, unloose the handage from their eyes ! 
And mark ye well how 'tis the devil sports. 

[He disappears mth Faustus. The fellows 
start back from each other, 

SIEBEL. 

What is the matter ? 
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ALTMATER. 

How? 

FR08CH. 

Was that thy nose? 

BRANDER (tO Siebcl). 

And is it thine I grasp ? 

ALTMAYER. 

That was a stroke 
Which went through all my limbs. A chair ! I 
sink! 

FROSCH. 

But tell me what has happened ? 

SIEBBL. 

Whither has 
The fellow gone ? If I but find him out, 
He 'scapes not with his life. 

ALTMAYER. 

I saw him ride — 
Upon a cask — out through the cellar door — 
I fed as if a weight were round my legs. 

[Turning towards the table. 
What if the wine still flow ? 

SIEBEL. 

'Twas all deceit, 
False show, a lie ! 
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VROSCH. 

And yet it seemed tu me 
That I drank wine ! 

BRANDER. 

But how was 't with the grapes ? 

ALTMAYER. 

Let no one say that miracles have ceased. 



WITCH'S KITCHEN. 

A large cauldron hangs over the fire en a law 
hearth — Various figures appear in the steam 
which rises from it — A female monkey sits 
by the cauldron and skims it^ and takes care 
that it does, not boil over-^The male monkey ^ 
with t/te young onesy sits near and warms 
himself-- The walls and ceiling are adorned 
with the strangest articles which compose the 
household goods of a witch. 

Faustus — Mephistopheles. 

PAUSTUS. 

This senseless show of magic breeds disgust ! 
Dost thou assure me I shall find relief 
Amidst this mass of wild insanity ? ' 
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From au old woman do I need advice^? 
And will such filthy cookery as this 
Remove full thirty winters from my head ? 
Woe, woe is me, if thou know'st nothing better ! 
Hope has already vanished. Can it be, 
That neither nature, nor some soaring mind 
Has found out some such balsam ? 

MBPHISTOPHKLKS 

Now, my friend, 
Thou speakest once more wisely. To grow young 
There is a natural mode ; but then it stands 
In quite a different book, and forms therein 
A curious chapter. 

FAUSTUS. 

I must know it. 

MBFHISTOFHELES. 

Well, 
To have a remedy which asks not gold, 
Nor leech, nor magic ; straightway to the fields 
Betake thyself, and there begin at once 
To chop and dig ; confine thyself and thoughts 
In a most narrow circle ; feed thee with 
The plainest fare; live with the beasts as beast; 
Nor be ashamed thyself to spread manure 
Where thou dost reap. The surest mode is this, 
Believe me, when at eighty to grow young; 
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FAUSTUS. 

To thi^ I am unused ; I cannot brook 
To take the spade in hand, nor does a life 
Of this contracted nature suit my taste. 

MEFHISTOFHELES. 

Then must the witch her aid administer. 

FAUSTUS. 

And why precisely this old woman, pray ? 
Canst thou not brew the drink thyself? 

BCEFHISTOPHELES. 

Ay, ay ! 
That were a pretty pastime ! I the while 
With ease could build a thousand bridges. No ; 
Not art and science only, patience too 
This work demands. A quiet spirit thus 
Is busied many a year ; *tis time alone 
Gives to the rare decoction proper strength. 
Then the ingredients which unite therein 
Are of the strangest ! True, the devil 'twas 
Who taught her ; still the devil cannot make it. 

[Perceiving the animals. 

See what engaging creatures we have here ! 
This is the servant-maid, and that the man. 

[To the animals. 
It seems the lady is from home to-day ? 
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THE ANIMAIA. 

Out of the house away. 
On chimney-top she sitSy 
And there her dinner eats. 

MBPHI8TOPHSLE8. 

How long is she used to feast ? 

THE ANIMALS. 

Till we've warmed our paws at least. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FaUStUS.) 

How dost thou find the charming animals? 

FAUSTUS. 

Things more disgusting never did I see. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, nay, not so ! such conversation is 
Precisely of the kind which I love hest. 

[To the animals. 
Now, cursed set of imps, expound 
What in the porridge ye stir round. 

THE ANIMALS. 

Coarsest beggar's broth we cook. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ye '11 need not then for guests to look. 

THE MALE MONKEY, 

[goes up to Mephistopheles andfavms 
upon Mm, 
Oh pray fling the dice, 
Make me rich in a trice, 
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Let me win every throw ! 
My affairs are but bad, 
Though if money I had 

My wit would soon flow. 

MBPHISTOPHKLES. 

How lucky would this monkey think himself, 
Could he but in the lottery try hie chance ! 

[The young Monkeys in the meantime have 
been playing vnth a large Globe, and roll 
it forward. 

THB MALE MONKBT. 

See, that is the world ! 
'Tis up and down hurled. 
And rolls ever round ; 
Like glass does it sound — 
That is brittle I ween ? 
'Tis hollow, and here 
It bright doth appear, 
There brighter is seen. 
I live ! My dear son 
This world ever shun ! 
Thy thread i» soon spun. 
Frail, frail ball of clay 
Breaks, passes away. 

MEPHISTOPHELSS. 

Why the sieve which I see ? 
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THE MALE MONKEY. 

[takes it dofwn. 
A thief should'fit thou be, 
I should know thee with ease. 

[He runs to the Female^ and lets her look 
through it. 

Look through if you please. 
The thief dost thou know, 
And fear'st to say so? 

MBPHiSTOPHELES (approoching the fire). 
And what means this pot ? 

THE MONKEYS. 

What a fool have we got ! 
He knows not the pot, 
He knows not the kettle. 

MEPHISTOFHELES . 

Rude brutes as I live ! 

THE MALE MONKEY. 

Take the fan which I give, 
And sit on the settle. 
[He makes Mephistophdes sit down, 

FAUSTUS, 

[who during this time has been standing be- 
fore a looking-glass y alternaiely approach- 
ing iti and retiring from it. 
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What do I see ? How beautiful the fonn 
This magic mirror pictures to my view ! 
Oh love ! thy swiftest pinions hither bring, 
And waft me to her region ! — ^Ah ! imless 
I stand upon this spot — ^if near I draw, 
The image fades before my sight, obscured 
Within a rising mist. — ^Thou loveliest form 
Of woman ! But can this be possible ? 
Was ever woman so divinely fair? 
Do I not see in this recumbent form 
The very essence of the heavens themselves? 
Can there be any thing on earth like this? 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

When for six days a (jod has sorely toiled, 
And at the end cries " Bravo" o'er his work, 
'Tis but in reason something good should come. 
But gaze till thou art sated ; I know where 
To find thee such a treasure — ^blessed the man 
Who shall as bridegroom lead her to his home ! 

[Faustus continues gazing on the Mirror, 
Mephistopheles, stretching himself on the 
seat^ and playing with th» fan^ goes on 
speaking. — 

Now as a king upon his throne I sit; 
The sceptre see, I only want the crown. 
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THE ANIMALS, 

[which hitherto have been playing all sorts 
of strange antics together y bring a crown 
to Mephistopheles with loud cries. 

Oh ! pray be so good, 

With sweat and with blood 
This crown fast to glue ! 

[They handle the crown awkwardly y and 
break it into two pieces ^ with which they 
spring about. 

'Tis done ! let it be ! 
We speak and we see, 

We hear and rhyme too ! 

FAUSTUS (before the Mirror). 
Woe's me, I grow distracted ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES {pointing to the animals). 

Even I 
Feel that my brain almost begins to turn. 

THE ANIMALS. 

And if happy the day. 
And 'tis fit aught to say. 

We've thoughts not a few ! 

, FAUSTUS {as before). 

My heart begins to bum within me ! hence ! 
Let us but quickly go * 
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MBPHiSTOPHELEs (tfi the some position). 

We must at least 
Allow them to be rank'd as honest poets. 

[The cauldron J which the female Monkey has 

neglected^ begins to boil over ; a great fiame 

' arises^ and rushes up the chimney. The 

Witch comes dawn through the flame with 

horrible cries, 

WITCH. 

Ou! ou! ou! ou! 

Damned beast ! accursed sow ! 

Dost forget to watch the pot ? 

Dost scorch me thus ? Thee curses rot ! 
[Sees Faustus and Mephistopheles. 

What's that I see ? 

Who may these be? 

What do they here? 

Who thus slink near? 

The fire-pain fill 

Your bones with ill ! 
{She dips the skimming-ladle into the cauldrofiy 
and sprinkles flames at Faustus, Mephistophe- 
les, and the Animals. The Animals whine, 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

l^who takes by the other end the fan he holds in 
his kand^ and strikes amongst the glasses and 
pots. 
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In bits, in bits all flies ! 

See, there the porridge lies, 

And next the glass shall go, 

No better sport I know. 

Thus, carrion, I beat time 

To thy melodious chime. 
[ WMle the Witch, full of rage and amaze- 

ment, draws back. 
Now dost thou know me, scarecrow, skeleton ? 
Dost recognize thy lord and master now ? 
What should withhold me that I strike not home. 
And shatter thee, and all thy monkey-imps 
To pieces? How ! no reverence hast thou left 
For the red doublet ? Canst thou not discern 
The cock's long feather ? Have I hid my face ? 
Must I then name myself? 

WITCH. 

Oh, master ! pray 
Foigive this rough reception. But I see 
No cloven foot ; and where are your two ravens ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This once the plea may serve thee ; for indeed 
'Tis some time since we met. Refinement, which 
New fashioneth the world, has even reached 
The devil himself.. The northern phantom is 
No longer seen. Would any one now look 
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For horns, and tul, and claws ? My foot, indeed, 
Which, faith, I cannot spare, might prejudice 
The world against me ; therefore, for some years 
I've worn false calves, as many young men do. 

WITCH {dancing). 
Oh, I shall lose my senses with delight ! 
In this young man is Satan here again. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I pray thee, woman, never speak that name. 

WITCH. 

Wherefore ? what harm has 't done you ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

It has oft 
Been placed in fahle-hooks ; and yet have men 
Gained nothing thus ; for have they shaken off 
The wicked one — the wicked still remain. 
Call me Lord Baron, then will all be right ; 
I am a cavalier, as others are. 
Thou dost not doubt my noble blood — look here. 
These are the arms I bear. 

[He makes an indelicate gesture: 

WITCH (laughing immoderately) > 

Ha ! ha ! that was 
So like yourself ! The same rogue are you still 
You ever were. 
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MEPRISTOPHRLES (tO FaUStUs). 

Mark this — 'tis worth your while — 
This is the way, my friend, to deal with witches. 

WITCH. 

Now, gentlemen, what is it ye would have ? 

MKPHISTOFHELES. 

A bumper of the well-known juice — and see. 
Thou let me have the oldest. Age it is 
Which gives it double strength. . 

WITCH. 

And welcome too I 
Here is a flask from which at times I take 
A sip myself : all bad smell has gone off. 
Of this I will with pleasure give a glass. 

[Softly, 
But if this man should drink it unprepared, 
You know he cannot live an hour. 

MEFHISTOPHELSS. 

He is 
A friend; 'twill do him good. I grudge him not 
The best thy kitchen boasts. Come, draw thy 

ring, 
Pronounce thy spells, and let him have a cup-full. 

[The Witch^ with extraordinary gestures y 
draws a circle^ and places strange things 
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within it. Meantime the glasses begin to 
jinghj and the cauldron to sound and give 
firth music. Lastly^ she brings a large 
hook^ and places the monkeys in the circle^ 
which are fi/rced to serve her cu a desk, and 
hold the torches. She beckons Faustus to 
come to her. 

PAU8TU8 (to Mephistopheles). 

Nay, I beBeech thee^ whither should this tend ? 

These frantic gestures, this most silly stuff. 

And all these dull disgusting tricks, are stale 

And hateful to me. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Pooh ! 'tis all a jest. 
Be not so rigid ; she is forced to play. 
As doctor, some few hocus-pocus tricks. 
In order that the juice may do thee good. 

[He makes Faustus enter the circle. 

THE WITCH 

{begins declaiming from the book with great 
emphasis). 

Now then see ! 
Make ten from one, 
Leave two alone. 
Make even three. 
And rich thou 'It be. 
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Throw f(Mir away, 

The Witch doth say. 

Five and six rate 

As seven and eight ; 

Then all is done, 

And nine is one. 

And ten is none. 

That is the Witch's one-time-one. 

FAUSTUS. 

The old hag seems to me as holding forth 
In fever's heat. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis not near over yet ; 
I know it well — the whole hook rings just so. 
I have myself lost many an hour thereon. 
For downright contradictions ever prove 
An equal mystery to sage and fool. 
My friend, the art is old as well as new. 
The fashion has it been in every age, 
By three and one, and one and three, to sprsad 
Error instead of trath ; and thus man prates 
And teaches undisturbed, for who will take 
The pains to intermeddle with the fools ? 
Men, for the most part, if they hear but words, 
Believe quite readily they something mean. 

i2 
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THE WITCH (conHnues). 
The noble prize 
Of knowledge lies 

Deep hidden from mankind ; 
Who never thinks, 
Of knowledge drinks, 

Will easily it find. 

FAUSTUS. 

Wha nonsense does she talk? My head will 

split ! 
I seem to hear a hundred thousand fools 
Speaking in chorus. 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

Charming Sybil, hold ! 
£nough, enough ! Now give us here thy drink, 
And fill the cup e'en to the very brim. 
This draught will never hurt my friend ; he is 
A man who has degrees in plenty ta'en. 
And many a goodly gulp has made ere now. 

[The Witch, vnth many ceremonies^ pours 
the drink into a cup; as Faustus raises it 
to his lipsy a light flame arises, 

AfEPHISTOPHELES. 

Down with it boldly ! take it off at once ! 

Thy heart 'twill quickly gladden. Art thou not 
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Already with the devil " thou and thou," 
And dost thou from a little fire recoil ? 

[The Witch looses the circle. Faustus steps 
out. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now quick ! away ! thou must not rest. 

WITCH. 

Much good 
May the draught do you ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO the Witch). 

And if there he aught 
That I can do to please thee, only mind 
Thou tell me at Walpurgis. 

WITCH. 

Take this song ; 
Sing it from time to time ; 'twill exercise 
Strange influence on you. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {tO FaUStUS). 

Come now ! be alert, 
And let me guide thee ; thou must needs perspire. 
That through thy frame the spirit duly work. 
Hereafter I will teach thee how to prize 
Luxurious idleness ; and soon thou'lt prove, 
With inward joy, how Cupid stirs himself 
And ever restlessly bounds to and fro. 
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FAUSTUS. 

Grant but one hurried look within the glass. 
Lovely — oh ! far too lovely was that form ! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

No, no ! thou shortly ahalt see bodily 
The pattern of all women. 

(Aside.) With this draught 
Thou soon wilt find a Helen in each woman. 



A STREET. 
Faustus. Margaret {passing by). 

FAUSTUS. 

May I the freedom, fair young lady, take 
To offer you my escort and my arm ? 

MAR6ARBT. 

I am no lady — neither fair ; and can 
Go home again without attendance, Sir. 

[She disengages herself and goes on. 

FAUSTUS. 

By heaven the girl is lovely ! Never yet 
Saw t so fair a creature. And how chaste, 
How virtuous her behaviour ! — yet withal 
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A little snappish. Oh, how ripe her lip ! 
How rich the glowing beauties of her cheek ! 
Never shall 1 forget them while I live. 
The modest bearing of her downcast look 
Is stamped upon my heart — and her reply 
So tartly given ! — Oh ! 'twas quite ravishing ! 

Mephistopheles enters. 

FAUSTUS. 

Hark ! thou must get me the girl. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Which girl, I pray ? 

FAUSTUS. 

But now she passed. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What she ? She even came 
Straight from her priest, absolved from every sin. 
Close to the confessional I softly stole. 
'Tis a poor blameless thing, that had no cause 
To go there. Over her I have no power. 

FAUSTUS, 

Yet she is past fourteen. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, now thou spcak'st 
Just like Sir Libertine, who makes pretence 
To each sweet flower, and thinks there neither is 
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Honour nor favour which may not be had 

For the mere plucking. 'Twill not always do ! 

FAUSTUS. 

Tnice with thy maxims, worthy master mine ! 
I tell thee fairly that unless this night 
That sweet young girl be folded in my arms. 
We part at midnight. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ask in reason, friend. 
I want at least a fortnight but to find 
An opportunity. 

FAUSTUS. 

If I could spare 
Just seven short hours, I should not need employ 
The devil to seduce a thing like her. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why, thou dost almost as a Frenchman speak ! 
But be not vexed, I pray thee : do we find 
The profit richer when we taste at once? 
Surely the pleasure is not near so great, 
As when you have, with every folly, first 
Kneaded and formed the puppet to your mind. 
As many a tale of Italy will show. 

FAUSTUS. 

My appetite is good without all that. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Jesting apart, I tell thee, once for all, 
This pretty girl is not so quickly won. 
By storm we shall gain nothing, therefore must 
Resort to stratagem. 

FAUSTUS. 

Then bring me from 
This angel something. Take me where she sleeps ; 
Get me a kerchief from her lovely breast — 
A garter from my love. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To let you see 
That I intend to serve you in your need, 
We will not lose a single moment ; but 
This very day I'U take you to her room. 

FAUSTUS. 

And shall I see her ? — have her ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No! ShewiU 
Be at a neighbour's house. But you, the while. 
May all alone, in hopes of future bliss. 
Feed to satiety within her sphere. 

FAUSTUS. 

Can we go now ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis still too early. 
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VAUSTUS. 

Well! 
See thou provide a present for my love. [Exit 

AfEFBISTOPH£LES. 

Presents directly ! bravo, he'll succeed ! 

Fair spots I know, and treasures which have lain 

Long buried. I must look a little round. [^Exit 



EVENING. 

A small neat room, 

MARGARET (jploLting and binding her hair). 

Now would I give a trifle just to know 

Who was the gentleman I saw to-day ! 

His air was gallant, and he surely is 

Of noble birth ; I read that on his brow — 

Besides, he had not else been quite so bold. [Exii» 

Mephistopheles and Faustus. 

MEPHISTOPBELES. 

In, but move softly — ^in, I say ! 

FAUSTUS {after remaining some time silent). 

Pray leave me ! 
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MEPHisTOPHELEs (prying abovU), 
Not every maiden keeps her things so neat. [Exit. 

FAUSTUS (looking round). 
Welcome, thou- softest twilight, which pervad'st 
This sanctuary ! And ye, sweet pangs of love, 
Which, languishing, live on the dew of hope. 
Seize on my heart ! How all around me hreathes 
A sense of peace, of order, and content ! 
What rich abundance 'midst this poverty ! 
What blessedness within this narrow room ! 

[He throws himself into the leathern arm-chodr 

by the bedside. 

Oh, thou, which hast embraced tvith open arms. 
In joy and sorrow, generations long 
Since passed away, receive me now ! How oft 
Round this, their father's throne, has clung a troop 
Of merry little ones ! And here, perchance, 
My love, her cheeks flowing with childhood's 

health, 
Has, in deep gratitude for Christmas gift, 
With reverence kissed her grandsire's withered 

hand. 
Oh, maiden ! hovering round me I perceive 
Thy spirit of order and abundance, which. 
As a kind mother, daily teaches thee — 
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Which bids thee on the table neatly spread 
The cloth, and even strew the floor with sand. 
Oh sweetest hand ! so godlike ! dressed by thee. 
The hut becomes a very heaven. And here — 

{He raises one of the bed curtains. 

What a delicious tremor o'er me steals ! 
For hours I here could linger ! Nature, here 
Thou didst in light dreams to perfection bring 
This angel-bom ! Here lay the little child, 
Its tender breast filled with the rich warm glow 
Of life ; and here, in hallowed purity. 
This image of the Grodhead was developed. 

And thou! — ah wherefore hast thou hither 

come ? — 
How deeply moved I feel ! — ^What would*st thou 

here? 
Why is thy heart oppressed with such a weight ? 
Poor wretched Faustus ! now I know thee not. 

Breathes an enchanted atmosphere around? 
For instan}; joys how eagerly I longed, 
And now in dreams of softest love dissolve ! 
Are we the sport of every passing breeze ? 

And should she enter — ah ! how I should pay 
For this most daring outrage ! Then the bold. 
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The mighty boaster, shrunk to nothingness, 
^Would sink abashed and humbled at her feet. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Quick, quick ! I see her coming. 

FAUSTUS. 

Hence ! away ! 
I never will return. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I bring you here 
A casket of no trifling weight — elsewhere 
I took it. Only place it in the press. 
I promise you 'twill quickly turn her head. 
I put the trifles in to win another ; 
But ever^hild is child, and play is play. 

FAUSTUS. 

I know not — shall I ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ask you that indeed ? 
Perhaps you want the treasure for yourself? 
In that case I should counsel you to spare 
The precious hours of day-time for your lusts. 
And me all further trouble. I should hope 
You are not covetous ! I scratch my head, 
And rub my hands — 

IHe places the casket in the press ^ and locks it. 

But hence ! away, away ! — 
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To bend this sweet young creature to your will ; 
And there you stand, as if in lecture-hall. 
With physics and metaphysics, old and grey. 
Placed bodily before you ! — but away ! lExeunt. 

MARGARET (^with a lamp). 
It feels so close, so stifling here ! 

[She opens tiie window. 
And yet 
'Tis not by any means so warm without. 
I feel I know not how — I only wish 
My mother would come home ! I tremble so 
All over ! — Ah ! I am a poor weak girl. 

[She begins to sing while she undresses herself. 

There was a king in Thule, true 

And constant till his death ; 
To him his love a golden cup 

Gave with her latest breath. 

Was never thing so dearly prized. 

He drained it each repast ; 
Whene'er he set it to his lips, 

His eyes with tears flowed fast. 

And when he felt that death drew near, 

His towns he reckoned up, 
Left them and all things to his heir, 

Except that golden cup. 
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He sat and held a royal feast, 
His knights were at his side, 

Within his castle's lofty hall. 
Placed high above the tide. 

The aged toper stood, and drank 
His last draught of life's glow ; 

Then from him cast the hallowed cup 
Into the waves below. 

He saw it fall, and fill, and sink 
Deep, deep beneath the sea ! 

His eyes then sank, nor e'er again 
Another drop drank he. 

[She opens the press to put away her clothes^ 
and sees the casket. 

How came this pretty casket here ? I locked 
The press, 1 am quite certain. 'Tis most strange ! 
I wonder what it holds? — Perhaps 'twas brought 
By some one to my mother as a pledge, 
And she. lent money on it. See, there hangs 
A little key, tied to the riband here — 
I have a mind to open it. — ^What's here ! 
Good heavens ! no, I never yet saw aught 
Like this since I was born ! A set of gems 
Which any noble lady well might wear 
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On highest festivals I How might the chain 
Become me now ! Whose finery can this he ? 

{She futs them on and walks to the glass. 
Were hut the ear-rings mine ! one looks ifideed 
A dififerent person quite, dressed out in these. 
Ah, what avail your youth and heauty too ! 
'Tis so far well and good — and that is all. 
The very praise is half hestowed in pity. 
Gold is what all men strive for — gold alone 
Ahsorhs their souls. — ^Alas, alas ! we poor ones ! 



A WALK. 

Faustus {walking up and down thoughtfully), 

MEPHISTOPHELES (^0 him). 

By slighted love ! By the elements of hell i — 
Would that I knew aught worse to swear hy ! 

FAUSTUS. 

Speak ! 
What ails thee now ? What can afflict thee thus ? 
I never in my life saw such a face ! 

MBPHISTOFHELES. 

At once I'd to the devil give myself, 
If 4t were not that I myself am he. 
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FAUST US. 

Has aught disturbed thy senses ? Is it well 
Thus like a lunatic to storm and rave ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay think, a priest has carried off the gems 
Procured for Margaret. The mother soon 
Gets sight of them, and straight begins to feel 
A secret dread. In truth the dame has got 
A famous nose, In prayer-book ever snuffles, 
And at each piece of furniture smells round. 
To try if it be holy or profane. 
And plainly she scents out these jewels claim 
No mighty store of blessing. " Child," she cries, 
** Ill-gotten wealth ensnares the soul, consumes 
The blood. This casket we will dedicate 
To God's most Holy Mother — she will send 
Us heavenly manna, to refresh our souls." 
Poor Margaret looked blank. It is, she thought, 
A gift-horse after all, and surely he 
Cannot be godless quite who brought it here 
So handsomely. The mother fetched a priest ; 
And he, soon as he understood the jest, 
Was wondrously contented with the sight. 
Then spoke he : " Thus ye prove yourselves right- 
minded ! 
Who overcomes, he wins. The church has got 

K 
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A goodly stomach, has devoured whole lands. 
And never yet did over-eat herself. 
The church, in short, dear ladies, can alone 
Digest ill-gotten wealth." 

PAUSTUS. 

That custom is 
By no means so uncommon ; king and Jew 
Can do it also. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then he swept away 
A clasp, and chain, and ring, as though they were 
But mushrooms ; thanked them neither more nor 

less. 
Than had it been a basket full of nuts ; 
Promised them every blessing heaven gives 
To man ; and so — they were much edified. 

PAUSTUS. 

And Margaret? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Is most disquieted. 
Knows neither what to wish nor what to do. 
Thinks of the ornaments by day and night. 
And thinks still more of him who placed them there. 

PAUSTUS. 

Sweet love! her grief afficts me. Haste thee, then I 
Bring her another set. — And after all. 
The first were not so rare. 
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MEPHI3T0PHELES. 

Oh, mighty well ! 
This to the gentleman is mere child's play. 

FAUSTU5. 

And see thou manage matters as 1 wish. 
Stick closely to her neighbour — ^be not, pray, 
A devil of milk and water. ^Go, and bring 
Another set of jewels. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Honoured Sir, 
With all my heart. [Exit Faustus. 

Such an enamoured fool 
Would scatter to the winds sun, moon, and stars, 
As a mere pastime to delight his love. [Exii. 



THE NEIGHBOUR'S HOUSE. 

MARTHA {alone.) 
God pardon my dear husband ! no, in truth 
He has not used me wdl. Away he goes 
Into the world at once, and all alone 
Here leaves me. Yet I surely never did 
Aught that could vex him ; nay, God only knows 

k2 
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How from my heart I loved him. [She weeps. 

What if he 
Be dead perhaps ! alas, alas ! could I 
But a certificate of his death procure ! 

MARGARET {euters.) 
Martha ! 

MARTHA. 

Why, Margaret, what ails thee now ? 

MARGARET. 

My knees almost sink under me ! again 
Just such another casket I have found 
Within my press, of ebony, and things 
Splendid indeed, richer, oh, richer far 
Than were the first. 

MARTHA. 

Thou must not tell thy mother; 
She would transfer them to the priest again. 

MARGARET. 

Do hut just look at them ! do, do but see ! 
MARTHA (dresses her up in them,) 
Oh, thou most happy creature ! 

MARGARET. 

But alas ! 
In these I dare not show myself at church, 
Nor in the streets. 
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MARTHA. 

Come often then to me, 
And put these jewels on in private here ; 
Walk for a little hour before the glass — 
We'll find our pleasure in it. Then will chance 
Some opportunity, some festival. 
To let the people see them by degrees ; 
At first a chain, then the pearl ear-rings next — 
Thy mother will most probably not see it ; 
Or we 'U contrive some story. 

MARGARET. 

Who could then 
Have brought both caskets ? There is something 

here 
Not right, I think. [Some one knocks. 

Good God ! if that should be 
My mother ! 

MARTHA (peeping through the curtain.) 
No, a stranger gentleman. 
Come in ! 

MEPHisTOPHELES (enters,) 

At once to enter I make bold ; 
I must intreat forgiveness of the ladies. 

[He steps hack respectfully before Margaret, 

For Madam Martha Schwerdtlein I would ask. 
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MARTHA. 

I, Sir, am she ; what may you wish to say ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES {oSlde tO fWT ) 

I know you know — enough —you have, I see, 

A visiter of rank. Forgive, I pray. 

My boldness — I '11 retuni this afternoon. 

MARTHA {aloud.) 

Think, child, for all the world ! the gentleman 
Takes you to be a lady. 

MARGARET. 

I am but 
A poor young girl ; the gentleman, indeed, 
Is much too good — these jewels are not mine.. 

MEFHISTOFHELE S. 

'Tis not the jewels only, but your air, 
Your manner so refined I — how fortunate 
I may remain. 

MARTHA. 

But to your business now ? 
I much desire — 

MEFHISTOFHELE S. 

I would my news were better f 
You will not make me suffer, I should hope, 
On that account. — Your husband's dead, and sends 
His greeting to you. 
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MARTHA. 

Dead ? The worthy man ! 
Alas ! my husband dead ! woe 's me, I die ! 

MARGARET. 

My dearest Martha, yield not to despair. 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

Now hear the moumfiil tale. 

MARGARET. 

On this account 
I'd never love — such loss would kill me sure. 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

Joy must have sorrow, sorrow must have joy. 

MARTHA. 

Relate his closing scene of life. 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

He lies 
At Padua, in St. Anthony's ; a spot 
Well consecrated for a bed of rest — 
Cool everlastingly. 

MARTHA. 

And have you then 
Nothing for me besides ? 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

Why, yes, a prayer 
Weighty and urgent ; mind that for his soul 
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You cause three hundred masses to be sung. 
For aught else — my pockets are quite empty. 

MARTHA. 

How ! not a trinket ? Not a token -piece. 
Such as each journeyman as keepsake saves 
At bottom of his purse, and starves or begs — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Madam, it grieves me much ; but truth to say. 
No money did he ever idly spend. 
Moreover, he repented of his sins — 
His ill-luck still more bitterly bewailed. 

MARGARET. 

Alas, that men should meet with such ill-luck ! 
I surely will sing many requiems for him. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Most charming girl ! how richly you deserve 
To be this instant married. 

MARGARET. 

Oh, Sir ! no— 
Not yet. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If not a husband, meanwhile take 
A gallant. 'Twere of heaven's gifts the choicest 
To clasp so dear a creature in one's arms. 

MARGAREl. 

That, Sir, is not the custom of this place. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Custom or not, — such things do sometimes chance. 

MARTHA. 

But to your story now ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I stood beside 
His death-bed; somewhat better 'twas than dung — 
Of straw half rotten. As a Christian though 
He died, and found he'd still a heavy score. 
*' How thoroughly I hate myself," he cried, 
" Thus to desert my calling and my wife ! 
Ah, the remembrance kills me — could she but 
Forgive me ere I die ! " 

MARTHA (weeping.) 

The dear good man I 
Long since did I forgive him. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

" Though, God knows, 
'Twas more her fault than mine." 

MARTHA. 

There lied he ! how ! 
At brink of 's grave to lie ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In death's last gasp 
He doubtless wandered, if but half a judge 
I am. " God knows," said he, ** I needed not 
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To gape about to kill my time ; I had 
First to get children, then to find them bread. 
Bread in the very widest sense — nor could 
I ever then my portion eat in peace." 

MARTHA. 

Did he so far forget all faith, all love ; 
The drudgery by day and night ! 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

Not so ; 
With warm affection did he think of these. 
" When T from Malta last set sail," he cried, 
" For wife and children fervently I prayed, 
And heaven was so propitious, that our ship 
Captured a Turkish vessel, stored with wealth 
Of the great Sultan. Valour then received 
Its just reward, and, as was but my due, 
A well-told portion was allotted me." 

« MARTHA. 

How ? Where ? Did he then bury it ? 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

Who knows 
Where the four winds of heaven have swept it 

now! 
A fair young damsel took him in her charge 
At Naples, as he roamed a stranger, and 



FAUSTUS. 
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Such the fidehty and love she showed, 
He felt them even to his blessed end. 

MARTHA. 

The rogue ! the robber of his children ! what, 
Could neither misery nor want restrain 
His shameless life ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And even for that cause 
Is he now dead. Now were I in your place, 
I'd mourn for him one decent year, but would. 
Meanwhile, look round me for another love. 

MARTHA. 

Ah God ! 'twere hard to find another such ! 
A kinder fellow scarcely could exist. 
He only loved too much a wandering life. 
And stranger women, and outlandish wines. 
And the accursed dice. 

MEPHISTOPHELES . 

Well, well, and thus 
Might things have gone on comfortably too. 
If he, on his part, like forbearance showed. 
I do protest, on this condition, I 
Should like myself to change rings with you. 

MARTHA. 

Oh, 

I see the gentleman is pleased to jest ! 
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MEPHISTOPUELES (oSlde.) 

Now I mufit hasten hence, for she would take 
Even the devil at his word. 

(To Margaret.) 

But say. 
How is it with your heart ? 

MARGARET. 

What mean you, Sir ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES (oside.) 

Good, hlameless child ! 

{aloud,) Now, ladies, fare ye well 

MARGARET. 

Farewell ! 

MARTHA. 

Just one word more ! I should much like 
To have some evidence where, how, and when 
My love died and was huried. I am. Sir, 
A friend to order, and desire to see 
His death inserted in the weekly news. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well, my good madam, truth is every where 
Established by two witnesses \ and here, 
Quite close at hand, I have a gallant friend, 
Whom I will place for you before the judge, 
ril bring him here. 
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MARTHA. 

Oh, Sir, I pray you do. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And the young lady will be also here ? — 

A fine young fellow — one has travelled much, 

And great attention to young ladies shows. 

MARGARET. 

I should grow red with shame before him, Sir. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Not before any king on earth. 

MARTHA. 

We shall 
This very evening, then, expect you both, 
Within my garden there, behind the house. 



A STREET. 
Faustus and Mephistopheles. 

FAUSTUS. 

How then ! will't do? Will't soon be brought to 
bear ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why bravo ! do I find you all on fire? 
Margaret will soon be yours; you shall this night 
See her at neighbour Martha's— one, as 'twere, 
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Expressly chosen to enact the part 
Of gipsy and procuress. 

FAUSTUS. 

So far good ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Though something, too, is wanted on our part. 

FAUSTUS. 

One service well deserves another. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Right ! 
We only need give valid evidence 
That her good hushand's outstretched limbs re- 
pose 
At Padua, in consecrated ground. 

FAUSTUS. 

Most wisely done ! first must we journey there. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sancta simplicitas ! no need of that; — 

Give but your evidence, though nought you know. 

FAUSTUS. 

Devise some better scheme, or here this ends. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh pious man ! are you at that, indeed ! 

Is it the first time in your life, I ask. 

That you have borne false witness ? Have you not 

Of God, the world, and all that moves .therein — 
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Of man, and that which in his head and heart 
Is ever working, definitions given 
With much authority — with daring breast, 
And forehead unabashed ? And if you turn 
Your eyes but fairly inward, did you know 
As much of these things, honestly confess, 
As of this Schwerdtlein's death ? 

FAUSTUS. 

Thou ever wast — 
Wilt ever be a liar and a sophist. 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

Ay, did one not a little deeper look — 
Now wilt thou not to-morrow, in all honour. 
Cajole poor Margaret, and swear deep love ? 

FAUSTUS. 

And truly from my heart. 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

All fair and good ! 
Then of eternal truth and love 'twill be. 
Of an exclusive all-o'erpowering passion — 
Will that in like way from the heart proceed ? 

FAUSTUS. 

Peace, peace ! it will. — If when I feel, and seek 
For the strong passion, the tumultuous whirl, 
A name, and cannot find one ; and then range 
Through the wide earth with every thought out- 
stretched, 
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Grasp at each word of most exalted sense, 
And call the glowing flame which burns my soul, 
Eternal, endless, endless ! — I would ask. 
Is that a devilish play of lies ? . 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

' And yet — 
I still am right. 

FAUSTUS. 

Hear this and mark it well — 
Nay, prithee do, and henceforth spare ray lungs — 
Who vnll be right, and has but got a tongue. 
Will ever gain his end. Now come ! I grow 
Quite weary of this prating. Thou art right, 
Chiefly that I am forced to let thee be so. 



A GARDEN. 



Margaret on Faustus's arm, Martha with Me- 
phistopheles walking up and dawn, 

MARGARET. 

I see quite clearly you but spare me now, 
And lower yourself to shame me. Trav'llers are 
Accustomed out of complaisance to take 
All things so kindly — Yes, too well I know 



^w 



faWstua. 146 

My poor discourse can never entertain 
A man of such experience. 

ifaustDs. 

Nay, one look, 
One word from thee, affords me more delight 
Than all the wisdom which this world can boast. 

\Re kisses her hand. 

MARGARET. 

Beseech you^ Sir ! How can you kiss my hand ? 
It is so coarse, so rough. How many things 
Have I not ever had to care for ! Ah, 
My mother is indeed hut too exact ! 

[They pass ort. 

MARTHA. 

And ever thus, Sir, do you journey on ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Alas ! that business and our duty should 
Compel us so to do ! With what regret 
One often leaves a place, yet may not stay ! 

MARTHA 

*Tis well enough in youth's wild years to rove 
Freely about the world ; but at the last 
The evil day will come ; and then, to slink 
Down to the grave a lonely bachelor. 
Was never well for any one. 

L 
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Thoqgh stfll icnote, with boRor do I look. 



Then, voi&y I&, bethink yoa while 'tis time. 

[They pcus an. 



Tes, ycB ! but out of a^t, then oat of mind ! 
PoliteneflB sits most easily on yon. 
Bnt yoa have finends oo doobt in plenty, who 
Are wiser far than I am. 

FAVSTUS. 

Dearest loye ! 
Believe me, that which men call wisdom, proves 
More frequently conceit and folly. 



How? 

FAUSTU5. 

Oh, that simplicity and innocence 

Should of themselves, and their own hallowed 

worth. 
Be always ignorant ! — ^That modesty 
And lowliness of mind, the highest gifts 
Of Nature, ever kind and bountiful — 

MARGARET. 

Think of me sometimes; — time enough have I 
To think of you. 
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PAUSTUS. 

You are then much alone ? 

MARGARET. 

Yes, for though small our household, yet it must 

Be well attended to. We keep no maid, 

So I must cook, and sweep, and knit, and sew, 

And be a-foot early and late ; — and then 

My mother is in all things so precise ! 

Not that she is compelled to pinch herself 

So yery closely ; we might better live 

Than many others can. My father left 

A pretty little fortune when he died, 

A house and garden near the town. But now 

I pass my days in tolerable ease. 

My brother is a soldier, and, alas ! 

My little sister 's dead. I had in sooth 

My troubles with the child, and yet I would 

Most gladly undergo them all again. 

So dear it was 4 

PAUSTUS. 

An angel if like thee !. 

MARGARET. 

I brought it up, and dearly did it love me. 
My father died before 'twas bom. We had 
Not any hope to save the mother's life, 
So ill she lay ; and tediously it was, 

L 2 



148 FAUSTtS. 

And only step by step, she gained her strength* 

She could not thus attempt herself to nurse 

The little worm ; and so I brought it up 

On mUk and water by myself. It thus 

Became my own, and fondled in my arms. 

Or on my lap, it smiled, and sprawled, and grew. 

FAUSTtJS. 

And thou didst^ doubtless, feel the purest joy. 

MARGARET. 

And many weary moments too. At night 
The little creature's cradle stood beside 
My bed, and scarcely could it move itself 
But I awoke. Now must I give it food. 
Now lay it by me, now, when 'twould not rest< 
Rise from my bed, and dance it in my arms 
About the room ; and then, when daylight broke, 
Before the wash-tub was I forced to stand ; 
Then think of market, and the house affairs ; 
And ever still to-morrow as to-day. — 
Such life. Sir, is not always to one's mind ; 
Though sweeter hence one's food, more sound 
one's sleep. 

{T^iey pass on* 
Martha. 
There we poor women suffer : it is hard 
To get old bachelors to change their minds. 
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MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

'Twere easy now for one just like yourself 
To teach me better. 

MARTHA. 

Tell me frankly, Sir, 
Have you found no one yet? Has your heart yet 
Nowhere attached itself? 

MBPHISTOPBELBS. 

The proverb says, 
A house and home, and yirtuous wife, are good 
As gold and pearls. 

MARTHA. 

I mean if never yet 
You felt an inclination ? 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

Everywhere 
Have I been treated with much courtesy. 

MARTHA. 

Nay, I meant, was your heart ever serious ? 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

With ladies one should never dare to jest. 

. MARTHA. 

Ah, you conceive me not ! 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

That grieves me much ; 
Though I coiiceive — that you are very kind. 

[They pass on. 
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FAU8TUS. 

Thou knew'st me, dearest angel, then, as soon 
As I had set my foot withm the garden ? 

XAllGARST. 

Did you not see it — ^how I cast down my eyes ? 

FAUSTVtf. 

And thou forgiy'st the liberty I took— r 
My boldness, as you lately bent your steps 
From the cathedral ? 

MARGARET. 

I was quite confused ! 
I never was accosted so before; 
No one can say an evil word of me. 
Alas [ thought I, has he then aught perceived 
Bold or unseemly in me ? 'Tis as though 
He suddenly had settled in his mind, 
•* With this girl I may deal at once." And yet — 
Shall I confess it ? — here, I know not what 
Already in your cause began to stir. 
But sure, I was right angry with myself. 
That I was not more angry with you then. 

FAUSTUS. 

Sweet love ! 

MARGARET. 

Nay wait ! 
[She picks a stdr-Jhwer^ and pulls off the 
petals one after the other. 
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VAUSTUS. 

What wilt thou ? Dost thou pluck 
A nosegay? 

MARGARET* 

No, 'tis but a game. . 

FAUSTUS. 

How then ? 

MARGARET. 

You '11 mock me— go ! 

[iS>^ continues pulling off the petals^ and 
murmuring to herself. 

FAUSTUS. 

What dost thou murmur, love 

MARGARET (^hcUf cUoud) . 

He loves me — loves me not. 

FAUSTUS. 

Angelic girl ! 
MARGARET {cofUinues). 
Loves me — ^not — ^loves me — not — 

[Pulling off the last petal with heartfelt joy. 

He loves me ! 

FAUSTUS. 

Yes, 

And let the proof this flower affords, dear girl, 

Be to thee as an answer from the gods. 

He loves thee ! Dost thou understand what mean 



IS2 KAUsTua. 

ThoM words ? He lovee thee ! 

[He lakes both her hand/. 

MAROARBT. 

Ab, I tremble bo '. 

PAHSTUS. 

Tremble not, love ! Oh, let my ardent gaze, 
My hand's warm preaeure, eay to tbee wbat were 
Unutterable else — ^^tbat henceforth we 
Yield UB up wholly, and partake of bliss 
Eternal — yee, eternal ! — Oh ! its end 
Were but despur. No, no ! no end ! no end 1 
[Mai^iaret presses his hands, disengages her- 
self, arul Ttins away. He stands a mo- 
ment in thought, then follows her. 
MARTHA iapproaching). 
The night draws near 



Yea, and we must be gone. ■ 

HARTBA. 

I'd aak you to stay longer, but thia place 

Is much inclined tn scnndal. Tib as though 
No oQC had miy ncpujiatinn here 
iJut on his neighbour's every word and deed 
Til kceii strict watch ; and do whate'er you will. 
They 'll talk you over. But our youthful pair?— 
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MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

Have flown down yonder. 'Wanton butterflies! 

MARTHA. 

He seems to like her much. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And she likes him. 
And thus it is the world runs ever on. 



A SUMMER HOUSE. 

[Margaret runs in, gets behind the dooVj 
f laces the tip of her finger on Iter lips^ and 
peeps through the crevices, 

MARGARET. 

He comes ! 

FAU8TU8 Renters). 
Ah, rogue ! dost thou then trick me thw ? 

Now I have caught thee '. 

[He kisses her, 

MARGARET, 

[emhradng hiniy and returning the kiss. 

Dearest man ! with all 
My heart I love thee ! 
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[Mephi8topheIea knocks. 
FAUSTUS (stamping). 
Who is there ? 

MEPHIST0FHBLE8. 

A friend ! 

JPAUSTU8. 



A brute! 



MBPHISTOPHSLSS. 

TIb time to part. 

MARTHA (coming up). 

Yes, Sir, it's late. 

FAUSTVS. 

May I not see you home ? 

MARGARET. 

My mother would—— 
Farewell ! 

FAUSTUS. 

And must I then take leave ? Farewell ! 

MARTHA. 

Adieu! adieu! 

MARGARET. 

May we soon meet again ! 
[Faustus and Mephistopheles exewni. 

MARGARET. 

Good heavens ! how many, many things a man 
Like him can think off There I stand ashamed 
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Before him, and can only answer Yes 
To all he say4. A poor, weak girl I am ! 
I cannot guess what 'tis he sees in me. 

[Exit. 



FOREST AND CAVERN. 

FAUSTUS (alone). 

Exalted Spirit ! now hast thou given me all, 
Ay, all I asked. Thou didst not vainly turn 
Thy flame-enveloped countenance upon me. 
Thou gaVst me glorious Nature for my kingdom. 
And ample powers to feel and to enjoy her : 
Not a mere cold, astonished glance thou gav'st. 
But in her bosom's depths to turn my eyes, 
As in the bosom of a well-known friend. 
Thou passest in review before my sight 
All animated things, and teachest me 
In the still wood, the water and the air. 
To recognize my brethren ; and when storms 
Roar through the forest, and the giant pine. 
Tumbling down headlong, in wild ruin hurls 
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Branches and neighbonrii^ stems, and the high 

hills 
In deep-toned thunders echo hack its fall; 
Then dost thou lead me to some sheltered cave. 
And show'st me to myself, while in my breast 
Deep and mysterious wonders are revealed. 
And when the pale moon rises to my sight, 
Shedding its gentle influence, round me flit. 
From rocky precipice and humid brake. 
The silvery images of ages past. 
And soothe the rigid joys of contemplation. 

But ah ! I find man never may attain 
Aught that is perfect. Thou, with this high bliss. 
Which brings me near and nearer to the gods, 
Gav'st the companion whom I cannot now 
Relinquish, though he, cold and insolent. 
Even to myself debases me, and turns 
Thy choicest gifts to nothing with a breath. 
He ever fans within my breast a flame 
Which bums with maduess for that lovely form. 
Thus to enjoyment from desire I reel, 
And in enjoyment languish for desire. 
MEPHisTOPHELES (enters). 
Have yoiv not had enough now of this life ? 
How can it still delight you ? Just for once 
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To try it were no harm ; but then away 
To something new. 

FAUSTUS. 

Would thou hadst else to do 
Than thus annoy me in my happier hour ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, nay, I'd gladly leave thee ; thou hadst best 
'Not say 't in earnest. Little can one lose 
In thee, a comrade harsh, unfriendly, mad. 
All day my hands are full ! In vain I seek 
Wliat 'tis my gentleman would have me do. 
What leave undone^ 

FAUSTUS. 

Ay, that 's the very tone ! 
He 'd have me thank him that he wearies me. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What sort of life, poor wretched son of earth, 
Hadst thou then led without me ? I have cured. 
For many a day to come, each strange conceit 
Of thy distempered brain, and, but for me, 
Thou hadst ere now departed from this world. 
Why thus in caverns and deep rocky clefts 
Sit moping like an owl ? Why, like a toad, 
From the damp moss and dripping stone suck in 
Thy nourishment ? A pretty pastime this ! 
I see the doctor sticks fast by you still. 
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FAUSTUS. 

And dost thou understand what new-bom powers 
Of life I gain by wandering in these wilds ? 
Ay, hadst thou but the slightest sense of these. 
Thou 'rt devil enough to grudge me this delight ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Truly a supernatural delight ! 

In dew and darkness on the hills to lie — 

With rapture to embrace both heaven and earth — 

To puff your mind up till you seem a GSod — 

To pierce, with deep mysterious impulse, down 

To the earth's marrow — ^in your heart to feel 

The work which occupied the whole six days — 

In haughty power t* enjoy I know not what — 

Now in love's raptures into all t' overflow, 

Casting your earthly origin aside, 

And then the lofty intuition — how 

[ With a gesture. 

I must not venture to pronounce — to end. 

FAUSTUS, 

Fie on thee ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. * 

Ay, this is not to thy mind; 
Thou hast the right a decent fie to utter. 
We must not to chaste ears discourse of things 
Which the chaste heart cannot relinquish. And, 
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To cut the matter short, I grudge thee not 
Tlie pleasure, when it suits thee, to deceive 
Thyself with lies — ^not that for any time 
Thou *lt keep this up. Already art thou driven 
Back on thy former course, and, should this hold. 
Wilt soon be galled to madness or despair. 
Of this enough t There sits thy love at home, 
Oppressed and sad ; thou 'rt never from her 

thoughts. 
And with a force o'erwhelming does she love thee. 
At first thy passion, like some mountain stream 
Swollen with melted snows, o'erflowing rushed ; 
This in her bosom thou didst straight dischai^. 
And look, thy stream is once more dry. Methinks, 
Instead of reigning in these woods, 'twere fit 
Your worship did reward the poor fond girl 
For all this love. With her does time creep on 
Most miserably slow, and there she '11 stand 
Before the window, gazing at the clouds 
As they roll past above the town's old walls. 
** Were I a bird ! " so runs her song all day 
And half the night ; at times she 's cheerful, 

though 
More often sad, now weeps till she can weep 
No longer, now would seem again composed— 
But still loves dearly. 
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PAUSTUS. 

Serpent ! serpent ! 

ME^RISTOPHELBS (oside). 

Ay. 

'Twill do* I soon shall have thee ! 

FAUSTUS. 

Wretch, b^one ! 
Name not that lovely creature, nor again. 
Before my half-distracted senses, bring 
My eager longing for her sweetest self. 

MEPHISTOPHB LES. 

How then will 'the? She thinks that thou art 

flown; 
And 80 thou art already, half at least. 

FAUSTUS. 

I still am near her, and howe'er remote^ 
I never could forget her, never lose her. 
The very body of our Lord himself 
[ view with envy, touched by her sweet lips. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Right, right, my friend ! I oft have envied thee 
The twin«bom pair which feed among the roses^ 

FAUSTUiS. 

Pander, begone ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Good, good, you rail, and I 
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Must even laugh. The God who youth and maid 

Created, did himself the noble trade, 

Hoiv to make opportunity, well know. 

But hence now with you; sad is indeed your case! 

'Tis to your loved one's chamber lies your path, 

And not, I think, to death. 

FAUSTUS. 

And what are all 
The joys of heaven itself within her arms ? 
What though I glow upon her bosom — ^^still 
Shall I not feel her misery ? Am I not 
The outcast wretch ? The houseless, homeless one ? 
The monster without aim or rest ? Who like 
A cataract, leaping from rock to rock. 
Rushed with mad fury tow'rds the deep abyss ? — 
And she, with mind simple as childhood's, placed 
Far from my course, in small sequestered hut. 
Within the little Alpine field, and all 
Her homely cares embraced in that small world ! — 
And I, the abhorred of God, 'twas not enough 
To grasp the rocks, and dash them into fragments, 
But her, her peace I must too undermine ! 
Thou, hell, couldst not forego this sacrifice ! 
Then help me, devil, to abridge the pang. 
What must be, only let it quickly be ! 

M 
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Fall with overwhelming force on me her fate. 
And in one common ruin may we sink ! 

MEPBISTOPHELES. 

There how it fiercely boils and glows again ! 
Get in and comfort her, thou fool ! When head 
Like thine no outlet sees, it thinks at once 
That all is ended. Prosper lie that dares ! 
And yet thou canst in other matters show 
A fair spice of the devil. Well, I hold 
No being more insipid breathes on earth. 
Than devil that is subject to despair. 



MARGARETS CHAMBER. 

MARGARET, 

(Alone, seated at fier spinning'WheeL) 

My heart 's oppressed, 

My peace is gone, 
For ever, ah ! 

For ever flown ! 
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Without him but 

The grave I see, 
.Embittered is 

The world to me. 

Distracted feels 

My poor weak head, 
And my poor sense 

Has nearly fled. 

My heart 's oppressed. 

My peace is gone, 
For ever, ah ! 

For ever flown ! 

To seek but him 

My glances roam, 
'Tis but for him 

I quit my home. 

His lofty step. 

His noble mien, 
His mouth's sweet smile, 

His eye so keen, 

His witching flow 

Of tongue, to this 
His hand's warm grasp. 

And ah ! his kiss ! — 

M 2 
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My heart 's oppressed, 
My peace is gone, 

For ever, ah ! 
For ever flown ! 

Still tow'rds him yearns 
My longing heart, 

Oh ! could I clasp 
Him, ne'er to part, 

And kiss him oft 

As I desire, 
And on his lips, 

Oh ! then expire ! 



MARTHA'S GARDEN. 

« 

Margaret and Fanstus. 

MARGARET. 

Promise me, Henry ! 

FAUSTUS. 

What I can ! 

MARGARET. 

Then say, 
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'What tbiink'st thou of religion ? True thou art 
Most kind and good, but still I fear thou mak'st 
Not much account thereof. ^ 

FAUSTUS. 

Leave this, my child ! 
Thou feePst I love thee ; — life and limb Pd give 
For those I love, nor would from any one 
Aught of his feelings, or religion take 

MARGARET. 

That 's not enough ; we must believe therein. 

FAUSTUS. 

Must we ? 

MARGARET. 

Ah, could I influence thee ! besides, 
Thou honourest not the Holy Sacraments. 

FAUSTUS. 

I honour them. 

MARGARET. 

Without desire, though, for them. 
Mass and confession thou hast long time shunned — 
Dost thou believe in God ? 

FAUSTUS. 

My dearest love. 
Who dare say, I believe in God ? Propose 
Such question to philosopher or priest, 



166 FAUSTUS. 

And as mere mockery will the answer sound 
Of him that asks. 

MARGARBT. 

Then thou dost not hdieve? 

PAUSTUS. 

Mistake me not, sweet love ! Who dare pronounce 
His name ? And say : In him do I believe. 
Who feel ? And then dare utter : I do not 
In him believe ? The AU-embracer ! He, 
The All-sustainer ! does he not embrace 
And fast sustain thee, me, himself? And look. 
Does not the heaven high o*er us yonder arch ? 
Lies not the solid earth here fast below ? 
And rise not over-head the eternal stars 
Beaming with friendly aspect ? Gaze we not 
Into each other's eyes, and does not all 
Throng to thy head and heart, and there involved 
In mystery eternal, ever weave 
Invisibly — visibly about thee? 
Fill thy whole heart, however vast, with this, 
And when thou'rt fully in the feeling blessed, 
Then call it what thou wilt! Call 't Happi- 
ness ! 
Heart ! Love ! Gk)d ! I have no name to give it ! 
All, all is feeling — name but sound and smoke, 
Clouding the glow of heaven ! 
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MARGARET. 

What thou say'st 
Seems good and fair ; and nearly does the priest 
Thus speak ; though somewhat different are his 
words. 

FAUSTUS. 

In every place thus speak aU hearts which joy 
In heaven's pure light, in its own language each — 
Then why not I in mine ? 

MARGARET. 

To hear thee thus 
'Twoidd seem as were all right, and yet in truth, 
There must be something wrong here, for thou hast 
No Christianity. 

FAUSTUt&. 

Dear child ! 

MARGARET. 

It has 
Been long to me a cause of grief that thou 
Dost keep such company. 

FAUSTUS. 

How 80 ? 
MARGARET. 

The man 
Whom thou hast ever with thee, I abhor 
Deep in my inmost soul. In all my life. 
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Has nothing yet so stabbed me to the heart, 
As that man's most repulsive face. 

FAUSTUS. 

Sweet love '. 
Nay, fear him not. 

MARGARET. 

His presence stirs my blood ; 
£lse are my feelings kind towards all the world. 
But, dearly as I long to see thee, still 
I feel a secret horror of that man. 
Nay, more than that, I hold him for a rogue— 
May God forgive me if I do him wrong ! 

FAUSTUS. 

And yet such knaves must be. 

MARGARET. 

I would not live 
With one like him ! Comes he but to the door, 
He looks within so scoffingly, and seems 
As half in anger too ; 'tis plain he takes 
No sympathy in aught, and on his brow 
Is written he may love no living soul. 
Within thy arms I feel so unrestrained, 
So happy, so devotedly all thine — 
And his appearance closes up my heart. 

FAUSTUS. 

Thou most misgiving angel ! 
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MARGARET. 

With such force 
This feeling overcomes me^ that if he 
But chance to join us, it would seem as if 
I did no longer love thee; neither could 
I pray where he is, and that gnaws my heart. 
Thus, Henry, must it also fare with thee. 

FAUSTUS. 

Nay, thou hast taken an antipathy. 

MARGARET. 

I must now go. 

FAUSTUS. 

And can I never lie 
Upon thy bosom one short hour in peace, 
And breast to breast, and soul to soul close press ? 

MARGARET. 

Ah, if I slept alone ! this very night 
I would most gladly leave the door for thee 
Unbolted ; but my mother sleeps not soundly ; 
And should she see us, I should die at once. 

FAUSTUS. 

No need of that, sweet love. This phial take I 
But three drops in her drink will softly lap 
Nature in deepest sleep. 

MARGARET. 

What would I not 
For thy sake do ! ' Twill harm her not, I hope ? 
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PAUSTUS. 

Had I in that case thus advised thee, love ? 

MAROARST. 

When I bat look at thee, thou best of men, 
I know not what compels me to perfom 
Thy everj wish. Already haye I done 
So much for thee, scarce anght remains to do. 

[Exit 
Mephistopheks enters. 

MEPHlSTOfBSlrBS. 

The silly ape ! is't gone ? 

PAUSTtJS. 

Again hast spied? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

I plainly heard each word. Sir Doctor was 
Well catechised — *twill do him good, I hope ! 
And certainly the girls are much concerned 
A man shall orderly and pious be, 
According to old usage ; for, think they, 
If he yield there, he'll also yield to us. 

FAU9TUS. 

Monster, thou canst not comprehend how this 
Fond, faithful creature, full of her belief, 
Which is for her salvation all-sufficient. 
Trembles with holy horror to regard 
As lost for ever, him whom she loves best. 
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MEPHISTOFHELES. 

Thou super-sensual, sensual lover ! why 
A childish maiden leads thee by the nose. 

FAUSTUS. 

Thou misbegotten birth of dirt and fire ! 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

Of physiognomy she's mistress too. 
When I am by, she feels she knows not how ; 
My little mask proclaims that 'neath it lies 
Some hidden intellect ; she feels quite sure 
I am a genius — nay, the devil himself 
Perhaps. — To night now — 

PAUStUS. 

What is that to thee ? 

MEPHIStOPHELES. 

And yet I have my pleasure too therein. 



AT THE WELL. 
Margaret and Elizabeth (jwith pitcliers.) 

ELIZABETH. 

Hast nothing heard of Barbara ? 

MARGARET. 

No word. 
I go but seldom out. 
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ELIZABETH. 

*Ti8 doubtless true ; 
This day Sibylla told me. Eveu she 
Has played the fool at last. This comes, for- 
sooth, 
Of acting the fine lady ! 

MARGARET. 

How? 

ELIZABETH. 

Tis rank ! 
Two does she nourish when she eats and drinks. 

MARGARET. 

Alas ! 

ELIZABETH. 

And after all she's rightly served. 
How long upon the fellow has she hung ! 
There was a promenading, a gallanting 
Down to the village and the dancing green ! 
Then she must every where be first — and he 
Was ever treating her with cakes and wine. 
She plumed herself upon her beauty too, 
Yet was so lost to honour, that she felt 
No shame to take his presents. Then there was 
A kissing and caressing — and behold-— 
The flower is gone ! 



Y^ 
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MARGARET. 

Poor thing ! 

ELIZABETH. 

And dost thou then 
Feel pity for her ? When such girls as we 
l^ere set to spin, our mothers let us not 
Go down at night ; but lovingly she'd stand 
Beside her sweetheart, and they never found, 
On the door-bench, and in the alley dark, 
An hour too long. But now shell need to stoop, 
And in white sheet do penance in the church. 

MARGARET. 

He'll take her for his wife no doubt. 

ELIZABETH. 

He were 
A fool indeed ! An active lad can find 
A home where best he likes. Besides, he s gone. 

MARGARET. 

That is not handsome of him. 

ELIZABETH. 

Even should 
She ever get him, she will have no peace. 
The boys will tear the garland from her head, 
And we will strew chopped straw before the door. 

[Exit. 
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MARGARET igoiug ftomeioards,) 
Ah me ! how bravely used I once to chide 
If some poor maiden erred ! How did my tongiie 
Lack words to utter forth another's shame ! 
How black it seemed ! and yet, however black 
I made it, still did it never seem to me 
Half black enough. — And then Fd bless myself. 
And feel so proud — and now, alas ! I am 
Myself a prey to sin ! — And yet was all 
Which drew me on, God knows, so sweet, so dear ! 



SPACE 

Between the wall of the town and the houses. 

[In a niche in the wally an image of the Mater 
Dolorosa, with vases for flowers before it. 

MARGARET (puts fresh flowcrs into the vases.) 

Ah ! bend low, 
Thou tried with deepest woe. 
Thy gracious looks on my forlorn estate ! 

The sword within thy breast. 
With many a pang oppressed, 
Dost thou behold thy son's most mournful fate. 



1 
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Towards the father bend 
Thy looks, while sighs ascend, 
Which his and thine ajQUctions sad create. 

Who knows 
What woes 
Deep in my inmost bosom raging dwell ? 

How my heart throbs within my breast, 
How trembles, what it would request, 
But thou^ but only thou canst tell. 

Which ever way I go, 

What woe, what woe, what woe. 
Here, here within my bosom ever wakes ' 

And scarce am I alone, 

I weep, I weep, I moan. 
My very heart, ah me ! within me breaks. 

I watered with my bitter tears 

The flowers which in my window stand, 

When these I plucked at dawn of day 
For thee, an ofiering from my hand. 

And when the sun his earliest beams 

In at my chamber window shed. 
Already, overwhelmed with grief, 

I watchfril sat upon my bed. 
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Help ! rescue me from shame and death — sad fate ! 

Ah! bend- low. 

Thou tried with deepest woe, 
Thy gracious looks on my forlorn estate ! 



NIGHT. 

The street before Margaret's door. 

VALENTINE (a soldier^ Margaret's brother,) 

When at a gay carousal I made one, 

Where many love to boast, and with loud voice 

My comrades sang the praises of the girls 

They held as fairest, drowning every word 

Of commendation in a brimming glass ; 

In quiet confidence I sat the while. 

And on my elbow leaning, lent my ear 

To all their swaggering; then I stroked my beard, 

And smiling, seized a bumper, and exclaimed : 

Each to his fancy ! but in all the land 

Is there a girl who can at all compare 

With my dear Margaret ? One who 's fit to hold 

A candle to my sister ? — ^There it went I 
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Topp * topp ! klitig ! klang ! all round the table. 

Some 
Then shouted out, " He 's right ; she is in truth ' 
The jewel of her sex.l" And then were all 
Those boasters dumb. And now — oh ! *tis enough 
To make me tear my hair out by the roots. 
And dash my head against the wall — now will 
E^ch knave, with biting jest and upturned nose, 
Make me his butt ; now must I sweat, like some 
Poor debtor, at each random word ; and though 
I break their bones, I cannot say they lie. 

But what comes here ? Who this way steals 
along? 
If I mistake not, two of them there are. 
Should it be he, I'll have at him at once. 
Nor shall he from this spot depart alive. 

Faustus and Mephistopheles. 

FAUSTUS. 

How from yon window of the sacristy 
The light shoots upwards from th- eternal lamp. 
And on all sides the trembling rays extend 
With lessening force, and darkness thickens 

round ! — 
Just so 'tis ever night-like in my breast. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And I feel languishing as cat which steals 

N 
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Up the fire-Iadden, and with stealthy step 

Creeps round the walls ; quite virtuous am I too — 

To theft and wantonness a trifle given. 

So thrills already through my every limb 

The famed Walpui^ night. Within two days 

It comes again — then know we why we wake. 

FAUSTUS. 

Meanwhile is that the treasure rising — that 
Which I see glimmering yonder ? 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

Thou wilt have 
The pleasure to draw forth the casket soon. 
I lately took a peep therein ; it holds 
Some goodly dollars. 

FAUSTUS. 

What, no trinket, then ? 
Not e'en a ring to deck my mistress with ? 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

I saw a something which looked wondrous like 
A string of pearls. 

FAUSTUS. 

'Tis well ! it grieves me much 
To visit her without a gift. 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

That you 
May aught enjoy and nothing pay, should be, 
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Methinks, no cause of grief. But see, the heavens 
Are bright with countless stars, and you shall hear 
A genuine piece of art. I now will sing 
A moral song more surely to befool her. 

Sings to the guitar. 

Say, pretty Cath*rine, say, 
Why thus thy footsteps stray. 
At earliest dawn of day, 

So near thy lover's door ? 
Let, let such follies be, 
He soon will ope to thee, 
A maid thou 'It in — ah, see ! 

A maid go forth no more. 

Ye maidens all take heed, 

m 

Accomplished is the deed. 

Good bye ! then comes with speed, 

Alas ! for each poor thing ! 
But happy would ye prove. 
Let no rogue ever move 
You aught to grant to love. 

Till finger wears the ring. 

VALENTINE (comes foTWord,) 
Whom wouldst thou here allure ? By heaven and 
earth, 

N 2 
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Thou most accursed rat-catcher ! To hell 
The instrument shall first, and then to hell 
The singer follow ! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Broken 's the guitar ! 
There is an end of that 

VALENTINE. 

And now shall he 
Cracked crowns. 

MBPHISTOPHELES (fo FaUStUS.) 

Nay, Doctor, never flinch ! take heart ! 
Stick close to me, and follow as I lead. 
Out with your cheese-toaster ! but thrust away ! 
I'll parry. 

VALENTINE. 

Parry that ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And wherefore not ? 

VALENTINE. 

And that ! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

No doubt. 

VALENTINE. 

I think the devil fights ! 
But how is this? My hand already fails. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES (to FaUStUS.) 

Thrust home ! 

VALENTINE (folls,) 

Oh me! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now is the hoohy tamed. 
But hence now ! we must quickly vanish ! hence ! 
Already is a horrid outcry raised. 
With the police I feel myself at home, 
But with the criminal courts 'tis hard to deal. 

MARTHA (a/ the unndow,) 
Out! out! 

MARGARET (ot the wifldoW.) 

Bring this way lights ! 

MARTHA {as before,) 

They rage and storm, 

Cry out, and fight. 

PEOPLE. 

Already lies one dead ! 

MARTHA (coming out) 
And have the murderers fled, then ? 

MARGARET (comng out,) 

Who lies here ? 

PEOPLE. 

Thy mother's son. 
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MARGARET. 

Almighty Grod ! ^rhat woe ! 

VALENTINE. 

I die ! and that's soon said, still sooner done. 
Why, women, stand ye thus, and howl and cry? 
Come near, and hear my words. 

[They cUl stand round him. 
My Margaret! 
Nay look now, thou art young, art not as yet 
Adroit enough, dost manage matters ill. 
Hark ! 'tis in confidence : since, once for all. 
Thou art a strumpet — be in earnest one. 

MARGARET. 

My brother ! Grod ! what mean these words to me ? 

VALENTINE. 

Leave God alone. What*s done, alas ! is done. 
And things will take their course. Thou dost begin 
With one in secret, speedily come more ; 
And when a dozen or so have had thee, then 
May the whole city have thee if they will. 

When Shame is bom, 'tis ever in some place 
Obscure and secret that she first draws breath. 
And o*er her head with careful hand we throw 
Night's mantle ; nay, might strangle her outright. 
But once grown up, and tall and stout become. 
Then all ui^covered through the world «he stalks 
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In open day ; — yet not a whit more fair ; 
Nay, rather as her hideousness augments, 
She courts more eagerly the sun's broad glare. 

Already, harlot, do I see the time 
"When all good citizens will turn from thee 
As from a putrid corse ; then, then will quail 
Thy heart within thee if their eyes meet thine. 
No golden chain wilt thou again put on, 
Not stand before the altar in the church, 
Nor in lace collar at the merry dance 
Again take pride ; but, hid in some dark hole, 
With be^ars and base cripples wilt thou herd, 
And even though thy God forgive thee, still 
Thou wilt be cursed on earth. 

MARTHA. 

Commend your soul 
To God, and to his mercy ! Will you load 
Yourself with slander too ? 

VALENTINE. 

Could I but reach 
Thy withered carcass, thou most shameless b$wd, 
Abundant pardon I should hope to find 
For all my sins. 

MARGARET. 

My brother ! Oh what pain ! 
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VALENTINE. 

I tell thee, cease thy weeping ! Thou didst give 
The sharpest stab of all within my heart, 
When thou didst lose thine honour. Now I go, 
A soldier brave, through death's deep sleep, to Grod. 

[He dies. 



THE CATHEDRAL. 

« 

Celebration of Mass^ — Organ^ and Choir, 
Margaret in the midst of tfie Crowd, 
The Evil Spirit behind Margaret. 

THE EVIL SPIRIT. 

How different was it with thee, Margaret, 

When thou, still full of innocence, 

Here to the altar earnest. 

And from the well-worn little book 

Lispedst thy prayers. 

Half as in childish play, 

Half God at heart ! 

Margaret ! 

What thoughts are in thy head ? 

Within thv heart 

What crime ? 

Pray'st thou for thy mother's soul, 
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Who slept through thee to long, long misery ? 

Wliose blood is on thy threshold ? 

And beneath thy heart 

Does 't not already quickening stir, 

Disquieting itself, and thee, 

With its foreboding presence? 

MARGARET. 

Alas ! alas ! 

Could I but drive away the thoughts 
That crowd from all sides on me. 
Against my will ! 

CHOIR. 

Dies irae, dies ilia 
Solvet sseclum in favilla. 

[The organ flays. 

THE EVIL SPIRIT. 

Horror seizes thee ! 
The trumpet sounds ! 
The graves yawn ! 
And thy heart, 
From its rest of ashes 
To fiery torments 
Again created, 
Starts trembling up ! 

MARGARET. 

Would 1 were hence ! 
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The organ's tones 
Seem to impede my breathing ; 
The singing to dissolve my heart 
In its most hidden depths. 

CHOIR. 

Judex ergo cum sedebit, 
Quidquid latet adparebit, 
Nil inultum remanebit 

MARGARET. 

It feels so close ! 
The pillars 
Hem me in ! 
The vaulted roof 
O'erwhelms me ! Air ! 

THE EVIL SPIRIT. 

Hide thee ! Sin and shame 
Remain not hidden. 
Air? Light? 
Woe to thee ! 

CHOIR. 

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus ? 
Quem patronum rogatunis? 
Cum vix Justus sit securus. 

THE EVIL SPIRIT. 

The glorified 

Avert their faces from thee, 
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The pure 

Shudder to offer thee their hands. 

Woe ! woe ! 

CHOIR. 

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus ? 

lAARGARET. 

Neighbour! your smelling-bottle ! 

[She f cunts. 



WALPURGIS NIGHT. 

The Hartz Mountains — District of Sckirke and 

Elend. 

Faustus and Mephistopheles. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dost thou not long to have a broomstick ? I, 
For my part, only wish that I had here 
The roughest old he-goat. We still are far 
By this road from our journey's end. 

FAUSTUS. 

I ask 
No Qther help, while fresh upon my legs, 
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Than this good knotted stick. And wherefore 

should 
We seek the way to shorten ? Through each maze. 
Each tangled lahyrinth of these vales to wind ; 
Then^climh the rocks whence ever-flowing streams. 
With headlong fall, precipitate themselves — 
These are the joys which season such a path. 
See where the hand of Spring already works 
Amongst the hirch-trees, and the very pine 
Her power acknowledges ; and shall she then 
Exert no influence on our limbs ? 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

I feel 
Nothing of this in truth. *Tis wintry all 
Within me, and Td rather that my^ath 
Were strewn with frost and snow. How mojim- 

fully 
The imperfect disk of the red moon ascends. 
Shedding a tardy glare ! so faint her light, 
That at each step against some tree or rock 
One stumbles. With your leave I'll this way call 
An ignis fatuus ; yonder I see one 
Blazing right merrily. Holla ! my friend ! 
May I entreat thou'lt join us ? Wherefore burn 
Thus uselessly ? I pray thee be so good 
As light us upwards there. 
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IGNIS FATUUS. 

My reverence will 
Enable me, I hope, to overcome 
My giddy natm« ; though our usual course 
Is but a zig-zag one. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So, 80 ! thou think'st 
To ape mankind. But, in the devil's name, 
Gt) straight, or PU blow out thy flickering life. 

IGNIS FATUUS. 

I see that you are master here, and will 

Accommodate myself to you. But mind ! 

This night with sorcery the hill is mad ; 

And if an ignis fatuus lead the way. 

You must not*mark too closely what may chance. 

Faustus. Mephistopheles. The Ignis Fatuus. 
(In alternate Song,) 

Now weVe entered, as it seems, 
The sphere of magic and of dreams. 
Lead the path 'tis best to tread. 
And heap honours on thy head. 
That we quickly on may haste 
In the wide and dreary waste. 

See how trees to trees succeed. 
Moving by with headlong speed ; 
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How the ragged cliffs full low 
Bend their lofty heads and bow. 
And the long-nosed rocks before. 
How they loudly snort and roar ! 

Dashing over turf and stone. 
Stream and streamlet hurry down. 
List ! what sounds salute my ear ? 
Is it some one singing near ? 
Does some plaintive lover sigh ? 
Or sweet voice, resounding nigh, 
Tell of joys all price above, 
All we hope for, all we love ? 
And, like tale of days remote. 
Echo still repeats each note. 

Oohoo ! shoohoo ! near that sound ! 
Has the owl no quiet found ? 
Are the plover and the jay 
Watching still at close of day ? 
Long of leg, of clumsy make, 
Are salamanders in the brake ? 
Upwards wind from rock and sand 
Roots, like snakes, on every hand, 
Stretching forth their arms afar, 
To alarm us and insnare ; 
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And from many a living part 
PolypuB-like fibres dart 
Against the wand'rer. Hasting by 
Troops of mice of every dye, • 

'Midst the moss and heath abound ; 
And the fire-flies flitting round, 
In a closely crowded swarm, 
Escort most perplexing form. 

But if now we onward go, 
Or stand still, I'd wish to know ? 
AH things seem to twirl and quake. 
Trees and rocks grimaces make, 
And the will-o'the-wisps before 
Swell and multiply still more. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Seize fast my skirt ! Here is a central height. 
Whence with astonishment one may behold 
How brightly Mammon in this mountain glows. 

FAUSTUS. 

How strangely through the mountain gorges gleams 

A melancholy light, of reddish hue. 

As tinged with morning's raysj and penetrates 

E'en to the lowest depths of the abyss ! 

Here mists arise, there exhalations float ; 

From thinnest vapour here a flame proceeds. 
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Then as a slender thread steals on, and then 
Bursts forth a torrent ; here some space it winds 
Along the valley, split in a hundred veins^ 
And then, in that close comer, all at once 
It falls asunder. There bright sparks of fire 
Are sprinkled through the air like golden sand. 
But see ! in all its height the rocky wall 
Bursts forth in flamed ! 

. MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Does not Sir Mammon light 
His palace nobly for this festival ? 
'Tis well that thou hast seen it, for I scent 
The boisterous guests already near at hand. 

FAUSTUS. 

How madly roars the whirlwind through the air ! 
With what rude buffets does it strike my neck ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou must cling firmly to the rock's old ribs, 

Or it will sweep thee down the precipice. 

Black grows the night with clouds. Hark ! hark ! 

how 't roars 
And crashes through the forest ! From her haunt 
The scared owl flies ! Dost hear in splinters torn 
The columns of these verdant palaces ! 
Hark, how the branches, by the fierce blast caught. 
Crackle and snap ! How the old labouring stems 



^^^mm 



FAUSTUS. 193 

CjrToan with their mighty efforts, and their roots, 
Racked deeply, yawn and creak! Down, down 

all come, 
In terrible confusion tossed and hurled, 
Falling with thundering crash ,and the winds rush 
Howling and hissing through the rocky clefts 
Choaked with the falling ruins. List ! dost hear 
Voices above us, distant, near at hand ? . 
Ay, ay, from all parts of the mountain now 
Ascends, with maddening din, a magic song; 

WITCHES (in chorus,) 
The witches to the Brocken haste. 

Stubble is yellow, and com is green ; 
In swarms they meet upon the waste, 

Sir Urian sitting above is seen. 
Scudding away over stock, over stone, 
Witches and goa,ts they go hurrying on. 

A VOICE. 

See by herself old Baubo ride 
Upon a farrow sow astride. 

CHORUS. 

Honour to whom is honour due ! 
Dame Baubo on, and head the crew. 
The mother upon her gallant sow — 
The witches will follow all I trow. 
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A VOICE. 

* By which road aay, 
Didst come to-day ? 

A VOICE. 

By Ilsenetein ; and there I spied 
Into the owlet's nest — full wide 
She opened her eyes. 

A VOICE. 

Oh, drive to hell ! 
Nay, tell me, tell, 
Wherefore so quickly ride ? 

A VOICE. 

She tore me, see. 
She wounded me ! 

WITCHES (in chorus,) 
The way it is broad, the way it is long. 
Was ever there seen such a raving throng ? 
Stick will the fork, scratch will the broom, 
The mother she bursts, and death 's the babels 
doom. 

WIZARDS {half chorus.) 
We creep alon^ with snail-like pace, 
While far ahead the women race ; 
For if the Evil One we seek, 
A thousand steps in front they keep. 



PAUSTUS. 195 

(The other hcUf.) 
We do not take the matter so, 
With thousand steps the women go ; 
Though, make what haste they can, 'tis found 
Men reach him at a single bound. 

VOICE {above.) 
Come with ns, come, from Felsensee! 

VOICES (from below,) 
We'd gladly mount, and with you be. 
We wash, and we make us thoroughly clean, 
But barren we are, and have ever been. 

THE TWO CHORUSES. 

The wind is hushed, the stars have fled. 
The mournful moon now hides her head. 
As on they rush, the enchanted rout 
Scatter ten thousand sparks about 

VOICE (from below.) 
Halt! halt! 

VOICE (from ahove,) 
Who calls, I'd know. 
From the clefted rock below ? 

VOICE (from below.) 
Oh ! take me, take me with you, pray, 
Three hundred years I've climbed this day, 
And never yet the top could see. 
I with my fellows fain would be. 

o2 
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THE TWO CHORUSES. 

The broom and the stick can carry with speed. 
The fork and the goat are good at need ; 
Who cannot raise himself to-day. 
Is lost for ever and for aye. 

HALF WITCH {bcloW,) 

How long have I been hobbling on. 
And see how far the rest have gone ! 
I have no peace at home — I fear 
I am not like to find it here. 

CHORUS OF WITCHES. 

The witch gains courage from the salve ; 
In any rag a sail we have ; 
A good ship every trough supplies : 
Who this day flies not, never flies. 

THE TWO CHORUSES. 

And when we gain the topmost heigbt| 
Upon the ground at once alight, 
And o'er the heath extended wide 
Your witch-like band the earth shall hide. 

[They descend, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

• • • • 

There's crowding and pushing, rushing and clash- 
ing ! 

There's twirling and hissing, bustling and gab- 
bling ! 
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There's blazing and sparkling, stinking. and burn- 
ing! 
A genuine witch's element ! — But come! 
Stick to me close, or we shall soon be parted. 
Where art thou ? 

FAUSTUS (at a distance.) 
Here! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Already torn so far ! 
I must exert my privileges ; room ! 
Young Voland conies ! make room, sweet people, 

room! 
Here, Doctor, take my hand ! and now let's bound 
At once from out this press ; it grows too mad 
Even for me. See, close at hand there shines 
No common light, and something draws me on 
Towards those, bushes. Come, we'll slip in there. 

FAUSTUS. 

Spirit of contradiction ! — But go on ! 
Lead as thou wilt. 'Tis wisely done indeed ! 
We seek the Brocken on Walpurgis night. 
Only, when there, to isolate ourselves. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, look what varied lights ! some merry club 
Is met together. One is not alone 
In a small party. 
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FAUSTUS. 

Yet I had rather be 
Above there. See, bright flames and eddying 

smoke 
Already rise, and that way streams the crowd. 
Seeking the Evil Spirit ; doubtless there 
Will many a deep enigma be untied. 

MEPHISTOPHELBS.. 

And many a one will also be made fast. 

Let the great world rage on ; we'll rest us here 

Awhile in quiet. 'Tis a well known truth, 

Man ever forms a small world for himself 

Within the great world. Yonder do I see 

Young witches naked, while the aged ones 

With prudence clothe themselves. For my sake 

now 
Comply ; but small the pains, the sport most rare. 
I hear them tune their instruments — cursed jar ! 
One must get used thereto. Come on then, 

come! 
It cannot now be otherwise. I'll go 
Before, and introduce thee, and thus lay 
Fresh obligations on thee. Look, my friend ! 
This is no trifling space ; nay, look but in ! 
Thou scarce canst see the end. A hundred fires 
Are burning in a row. They dance, and talk. 
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And cook, and drink, and love. Then tell me, 

pray, 
"Wliere we may better fare ? 

FAU8TU8. 

Wilt thou present 
Thyself as devil or as wizard here, 
To introduce us ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

True, I often use 
To go incognito, yet all men love 
To show their orders upon gala days. 
I boast no garter, but the cloven foot 
Is highly honoured here. Dost see that snail ? 
She creeps this way, and with her feelers long. 
Already has detected something in me. 
I could not here deny me if I would. 
But come along ! we'll go from fire to fire, 
ril be the suitor, and the lover thou. 

[To some who are sitting round some dying 
embers. 

Old gentlemen, what do ye thus apart? 

I should have praised you had I found you 

plunged 
'Midst youthful revelry and riot there : 
Surely at home we've solitude enough. 
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GENERAL. 

In nations who can place his trust. 
Much as he may for them have done ? 

For they, like women, ever will 
Prefer a brisker, younger one. 

MINISTER. 

At present all is going wrong ; 

Of former times I sing the praise : 
'TWas when the power was in our hands, 

That we had truly golden days. 

PARVENU. 

We were not fools, did often that 
It was not right to do, and see. 

All things are going round and round. 
Just when most fast we'd have them be. 

AUTHOR. 

Who now will read a work in which 
But moderate wit and sense are shown ? 

As for the young, they never yet 
So pert, so insolent were known. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

[who suddenly appears very old, 
I feel man fully ripe for doomsday, now ' 
That for the last time I ascend this hill 
Of witches ; and, since thick my vessel runs, 
The world is also low upon the dregs. 
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A BROKER-WITCH. 

Nay, pass not thus, good Sirs, I pray, 
Such chance occurs not every day. 
£xamine close my well-spread board ; 
AVith various articles 'tis stored, 
Yet not a single thing stands round, 

But on the earth the same is found ; 

Nor is there here a thing you see. 

Has not done man foul injury. 

Not a dagger is here but hath shed man's blood ; 

Not a cup but a burning, poisonous flood 

Hath poured in some body healthy and strong ; 

Not a gem but hath led some sweet woman wrong ; 

Not a sword but a sacred treaty hath broke. 

Or haply behind dealt the treacherous stroke. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You quite mistake the times, my friend ; 
What's done is done, and there's an end. 
Strive henceforth novelties to find, 
For they alone attract mankind. 

FAUSTUS. 

If I but keep my senses ! This indeed 
May well be called a fair ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The moving mass 
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Ib Btrij^ling upwards ; and while thou dost think 
To push on others, thou thyself art pushed. 

FAUSTUS. 

Who then is that ? 

MSPHISTOPHELES. 

Ohserve her narrowly ! 
'Tis LiUth. 

FAUSTUS. 

Who? 

MEPHISTOPHBLKS. 

The first wife Adam had. 
Beware her heauteous tresses, that bright charm 
In which she leaves all others far behind. 
When she with these insnares some heedless 

youth, 
She lets him not escape so easily. 

FAUSTUS. 

See, there sit two, an old one and a young : 
They have already danced with right good-will. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, nay, no rest to-night ! they just begin 
Another dance ; come, come, we'll join the sport. 

FAUSTUS, 

[dancing with the young one. 
A pleasing vision once I viewed, 
An apple-tree before me stood ; 
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It bore two apples fair to see, 

They charmed me, and I ctimbed the tree. 

THE FAIR ONE. 

The lust for apples which began 
In Paradise, still rules o'er man. 
It moves my heart with joy to know 
That such within my garden grow. 

MEPHisTOPHELEs, {witk the old one.) 
A dreary vision once I viewed, 
A forked old tree before me stood ; 

* * * * 

* * * * 

THE OLD ONE. 

My best of greetings, with delight, 
I give the cloven-footed knight. 

* * * * 

* * * * 

PROCKTOPHANTASMIST. 

Accursed people ! what is this ye dare ? 
Was it not clearly shown you long ago. 
That spirits stand not on their legs like us ? 
And now, forsooth, ye dance as were ye men ! 

THE FAIR ONE {dancing,) 
What business, then, has that man at our ball ? 
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FAUSTUS (dancing,) 
Oh, he is everywhere, and stamps the worth 
Of each man's dancing. Can he not hold forth 
On every step we make, 'tis just as though 
It never had been made. What most of all 
Annoys him is, when we go forwards ; but 
Would you for ever in a circle turn, 
As he does in his ancient mill, no doubt 
He 'd call that good ; especially if first 
You were to sue for his permission. 

PROCKTOPH ANTASMIST. 

How! 
Still are ye here ! Nay, this is quite unheard of! 
Vanish ! we have the world enlightened ! — ^No, 
This devil's crew regards nor rule nor law. 
We are so wise — and yet is Tegel haunted. 
How long a time have I now swept away 
At this delusion ! — still it is not clean. 
This is indeed unheard of ! 

THE FAIR ONE. 

Let us have 
No more annoyance here at least. 

PROCKTOPHANTASMIST. 

How now I 
I tell you, spirits, plainly to your face, 
I will not bear the spirit's despotism ; 
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My spirit cannot practise it. 

[They continue dancing. 
To-day 
'Tis clear enough I shall have no success ; 
But I am always ready for a trip, 
And hope before! shall my last step take, 
The devil and the poets to control. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Now in a puddle will he seat himself, 
For so he 's wont to solace him, and soon 
As leeches on his haunches take their fill, 
Of spirits and of spirit he'll be cured, 

[To Faustus, who has quitted the dance. 
Why hast thou left the fair girl, who but now, 
With strains so sweet, sang to thee in the dance ? 

FA.USTUS. 

Ah ! while she sang, a red mouse bounded forth 
From out her mouth. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Truly a great affair ! 
Why look so close ? Enough it was not grey. 
Who thinks of such things in an amorous hour ? 

FAUSTUS. 

Then saw I — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What ? 
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PAUSTUS. 

Mephisto, seest thou there 
A pale fair girl, alone, some distance off? 
She drags herself but slowly forward, and 
Appears to walk with shackled feet. She bears, 
I must confess, a strong resemblance to 
Poor Margaret. 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

Let it be ! 'Twill bring no good 
To any one. It is a magic form, 
Devoid of life, an idol. 'Tis not well 
To meet it, for its chilling look congeals 
Man's blood, and almost turns him into stone. 
Thou doubtless of Medusa hast heard speak? 

FAUSTUS. 

Those surely are the eyes of one no more. 
By no fond hand e'er closed ; that, that the breast 
Which Margaret gave me, that the lovely form 
Which I enjoyed. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

This is but sorcery. 
Thou credulous fool ! To every one she wears 
His lovers dear image. 

FAUSTUS. 

What delight! what grief! 
I cannot from that look withdraw my gaze. 
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How strange that one red line, not wider than 
A knife's thin back, should form the ornament 
Of that fiEtir neck ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES . 

Just 80 ! I see it well. 
She '11 carry too her head beneath her arm ; 
'Twas Perseus cut it off. — ^What, still the love 
For such delusions ! Come, we'll mount this hill, 
It is as merry here as in the Prater ; 
And, am I not bewitched, I surely see 
A theatre. Pray what is going on ? 

SERVIBILIS. 

They recommence this instant ; a new piece, 
Tbe last of seven ; here we always give 
That number. 'Twas a dilettante who 
Composed it, and 'tis played by dilettanti. 
Excuse me, sirs ! my dilettante part 
Is to draw up the curtain. I must go. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That I should find you on the Blocksberg, is 
But right, for there you doubtless are at home. 
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A GLOOMY DAY. 

A Plain, 

Faustus and Mephistopheles. 

FAUSTUS. 

In misery! in despair! Long a wretched 
wanderer over the earth, and now imprisoned ! 
The dear, the hapless being immured within a 
dungeon as a malefactor, and exposed to dreadful 
torments! Has it come to this! to this! — 
Treacherous, unworthy Spirit ! And this hast 
thou hidden from me ! — Stand, nay stand ! roll 
thy devilish eyes fiercely in thy head ! Stand, and 
brave me with thy insupportable presence! — 
Imprisoned ! In irremediable misery ! Given over 
to evil spirits, and to condemning, unfeeling man ! 
And me, meanwhile, . hast thou been lulling with 
insipid dissipations, concealing from me her 
increasing misery, and suffering her to perish 
unaided ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She is not the first. 

FAUSTUS. 

Dog! Execrable monster! — Turn him, thou 
eternal Spirit ! turn the reptile again into his dog*s 
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shape, in which it often pleased him. to run be- 
fore me by night, to growl before the steps of the 
harmless traveller, and to fasten upon his shoul- 
ders when falling down. Turn him again into 
his favourite shape, that he may crawl on his 
helly in the dust before me, whilst I trample him 
under foot, the accursed ! Not the first ! Woe, 
woe incomprehensible to the soul of man, that 
more than one being should have sunk into such 
a depth of wretchedness — that the first did not 
atone, by its death agonies, for the guilt of all the 
rest, in the sight of the Everlasting Pardoner ! 
My very marrow curdles at the misery of this one, 
and thou grinnest placidly over the fate of thou- 
sands. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now are we already at our wit's end again ; — 
where the sense of you mortals snaps in sunder. 
Why dost thou make fellowship with us, if thou 
canst not go through with it ? Would'st fly, and 
art not proof against dizziness? Did we force 
ourselves on thee, or thou thyself on us ? 

FAUSTUS. 

Grind not thy ravenous teeth thus at me ; it 
sickens me. — Great, glorious Spirit, thou who 
deignedst to appear to me, thou who knowest my 
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heart and soul, why yoke me to this base com- 
panion, who feeds on evil, and delights in destruc- 
tion? 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

Hast done? 

FAU8TU8. 

Save her, or woe to thee! The moat fearful 
curse be on thee for ages ! 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

I cannot loose the bonds of the ayenger, nor 
draw aside his bolts. — Save her ! — ^Who was it 
plunged her into ruin ? — I or thou ? 

[Faustus looks wildly round, 

Would*8t thou grasp the thunder ? Well that 
it is not given to you wretched mortals ! To dash 
the innocent to pieces, is the true tyrant's way of 
relieving oneself in perplexities. 

FAUSTUS. 

Convey me to her ! She shall be free ! 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

But the danger to which thou exposest thyself! 
Know that the guilt of blood shed by thy hand 
still lies upon the town. Avenging spirits hover 
over the place where the slain fell, and lie in wait 
for the returning murderer. 
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PAUSTUS. 

That too from thee ? The murder and death of 
a -whole world upon thee, monster ! Lead me to 
her, I say, and set her free ! 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

I will lead thee, and what I am ahle to perform 
now hear ! Have I all power in heaven and on 
earth? I will confound the gaoler's senses; do 
thou possess thyself of the keys, and lead her forth 
with the hand of man. I will keep guard. The 
enchanted steeds will be ready ; I will bear you 
off. This can I do ! 

FAUSTUS. 

Up, and away ! 
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NIGHT. 

The Open Country, 
Faustus and MephiBtopheles 

{Rushing along on black horses.^ 

FAUSTUS. 

What are they doing yonder at the place 
Of execution? 

MEPHISTOFHELES. 

— Can't tell what they cook ? 

FAUSTUS. 

Now are they sweeping upwards, downwards now, 
Now bowing low their heads. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Some witches met. 

FAUSTUS. 

They sprinkle and prepare some charm. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

On! on! 
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A PRISON. 



FAUSTUS, 



[With a bunch of keys and a lampy before a 
small iron door, 

Emotions long unfelt assail my frame, 
And ev^ grief which visits wretched man 
Now fastens on me. Here, within these walls, 
So damp and comfortless, she dwells ; her crime — 
That a too fond delusion filled her heart. 
And dost thou hesitate to enter here ? 
Art thou afraid once more to see her face? 
On, on ! thy lingering only hastens death. 

( He takes hold of the lock. Singing within, ) 

My mother the strumpet, 

'Twas she did me slay, 
My father, the rogue 

'Ate me up as I lay. 

My dear little sister 

With care did bestow 
My bones in a spot 

Where the cool breezes blow. 
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There changed to a wood-bird, 

Sweet wood-bird, all day 
r sing evermore, 

Fly away ! fly away ! 

FAU8TUS, 

[unlocking the door. 
She little thinks her lover watches near, — 
Hears the harsh clanking chains, and rustliiig 
straw. [He enters. 

MARGARET, 

[hiding her face in her bed» 
Woe ! woe ! they come. Oh, bitter, bitter death ! 

PAUSTUs isoftly.) 
Hush, hush ! I come to free thee from this place. 

MARGARET, 

[thromng herself before him. 
Art thou a man, have pity on my grief ! 

FAUSTUS. 

Be still ! thy cries will wake the sleeping guards. 
[He takes hold of the chains to unlock them. 
MARGARET (on her knees*) 
Who gave thee, executioner, the power 
To use me thus? Thou cotti*st to take me hence 
At midnight ! Oh, have mercy ! let me live ! 
Will not to-morrow's dawu be soon enough ? 

[She rises- 
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And I am still so young — so young ! -and must 

Already die ! And I was fair, but that 

Was my undoing. — Ever near me was 

My true-love once — ^now he is far away ; 

Tom lies my garland, scattered all the flowers !— 

Lay not thy hand so forcibly on me ! 

Oh, spare me ! No, I never injured thee— 

Let me not pray in vain ! I never saw 

Thy face till now. 

FAUSTUS. 

Shall I survive this misery ! 

MARGARET. 

See, I am wholly in thy power now. 
Let me but suckle first my child. All night 
I pressed it to my heart : they took it but 
To vex me ; now they say that I have killed it. 
Ah ! I shall never more know happiness ! 
And they sing ballads on me; — 'tis not well 
Of them to do so. Thus an old tale ends — 
But who bids them apply it ? 

FAUSTUS, 

[throwing himself on his knees. 

Look where lies 
Thy lover, come to put an end at once 
To- all thy miseries. 
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MARGARBT, 



{throws herself beside fdm. 
Let U8 on our knees 
Invoke tlie saints ! See, see beneath those steps. 
Beneath the threshold hell is boiling ! hark ! 
How shouts die Evil One with frightful lage ! 

FAUSTUS {cdoud), 
Margaret! Margaret 1 

MARGARET {listening attentively.) 

That was the loved one s voice ! 

[She starts up. The chains fall off. 

Where is he, where? 'Twashe! I heard him 

call! 
Now am I free ! none, none shall hold me now ! 
ril fly into his arms, and lay my head 
Upon his bosom I * Margaret !' he cried — 
He stood upon the threshold ! — Oh, amidst 
The howls and hideous clattering of hell. 
Amidst the infuriate shouts, and devilish scoffs, 
I recognized the sweet, the much-loved tone. 

FAUSTUS. 

Tis I ! 

MARGARET. 

Tis thou ! Oh, say it once again \ 

[Embracing him. 
*Ti8 he ! 'tis he ! Where are my sufferings now? 
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Where all the anguigh of a prison ? Where 
My chains ? Yes, yes, thou 'rt he i to save me 

com'st ! 
And I am saved! — And see already there 
The street in which I met thee first of all. 
And the gay garden, where I waited once. 
With Martha, for thee. 

FAUSTUS, 

{striving to take her away. 
Come now, dearest, come ! 

MARGARET. 

Oh, tarry yet ! I feel so happy when 
I tarry where thou art. 

[Caressing him, 

FAUSTUS. 

Nay, hasten hence, 
Or we shall dearly pay for 't. 

MARGARET. 

How is this ? 
Thou canst no longer kiss ? So short a time 
Away, and hast forgotten how to kiss ? 
Why do I feel thus anxious on thy hreast ? 
When formerly each word, each look of thine 
Spread round me heaven itself, and thou didst 

kiss 
As thou would'st stifle me ! Come, kiss me, love ! 
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Nay, then I must kiss thee. 

[She embraces him. 

Alas! thy lips 

Are cold— are dumb. Where hast thou left thy 

love? 

Who stole it from me ? 

[She turns from him. 

FAUSTUS. 

Follow, sweetest ! come ! 
Take courage I I will press thee to my heart 
With ten-fold ardour ; — only follow now ! 
'Tis all I ask of thee. 

MARGARET. 

[Turning towards him. 
And art thou he? 
Art thou indeed then he? 

FAUSTUS. 

I am ! Come, come ! 

MARGARET. 

Thou wilt strike oflF my fetters — once again 
Wilt press me to thy bosom ! How dost thou 
Not shun me? Know'st thou whom thou wilt set 
free?* 

FAUSTUS. 

Come ! the still hours of night are waning fast. 
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MARGARET. 

I killed my mother, and I drowned my child — 
Say, was it not a boon bestowed on both ? 
On thee as well ? — 'Tis thou ! I scarcely know 
How to believe it. Give me here thy hand — 
This is indeed no dream — thy dear, dear hand ! 
But ah, 'tis wet ! Oh wipe it ! it would seem 
There^s blood upon it — God ! what hast thou 

done! 
Put up thy sword I pray thee ! 

FAUSTUS. 

Let the past 
Be past ! Thou kilPst me ! 

MARGARET. 

No, thou must remain. 
I will describe the graves to thee, and look 
Thou care for them as soon as morning breaks. 
The best place give my mother; next her lay 
My brother ; — me, a little on one side. 
Though not too far off neither, and upon 
My right breast place my child ; none else will lie 
Beside me ! Ah, to nestle close to thee — 
That was a sweet, a much-prized happiness ! * 
But now that cannot be. I feel as if 
I were impelled towards thee, and as thou 
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Didst thrust mc back again. And yet 'tis thou— 
So good, 80 kind thou look'st ! 

FAUSTUS. 

If thou dost feel 
'Tis I, then come. 

MARGARET. 

What, out there ? 

FAUSTUS. 

To the free 
Pure air of heaven. 

MARGARET. 

Is the grave without — 
Does death there lie in wait— then come! — No, 
no! 

* 

Hence to the place of everlasting rest, 

Nor one step" farther. — Thou wilt leave me now? 

Could I go with thee, Henry ! 

FAUSTUS. 

So thou canst ! 
Be willing only. Open stands the door. 

MARGARET. 

I cannot hence ; no hope is left me now ! 
Ah! what avails it that I fly? They wait 
To take me ; then how wretched to be driven 
To beg, and with a guilty conscience too ! 
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'Mow sad to wander through strange lands I — 

And they 
Will take me after all. 

FAUSTUS. 

I'll never leave thee. 

MARGARET. 

Quick ! quick ! save thy poor child ! away, and 

keep 
The pathway up the brook — across the bridge — 
Into the wood — turn left where lies the plank — 
Down in the pond. But grasp it quickly ! see, 
It tries to rise ! Still, still it struggles hard ! 
Oh, save it I save it ! 

FAUSTUS. 

Recollect thyself! 
One step will free thee. 

MARGARET. 

Were we but past the hill ! 
There sits my mother on a stone — my brain 
Grows chill — there sits my mother on a stone, 
And drowsily her head waves to and fro« 
She stirs no finger — never winks an eye— 
Her head sinks heavily. — So long her sleep, 
She'll wake no more ! She slept that we might 

take 
Our pleasure ; those, ah those were happy times ! 
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FA13STUS. 

Since neither prayer nor reason may prevail, 
I shall not hesitate to bear thee hence. 

MARGARET. 

Nay, touch me not ! I will not suffer force ! 
Seize me not with so murderous a grasp — 
Time was I thought but how to please thee best. 

PAUSTUS. 

The day appears ! my love ! my love ! 

MARGARET. 

The day- 
Yes, day appears. The last day now breaks in. 
This should in truth have been my wedding day. 
But hush I tell no one that thou wast before 
With Margaret. — Ah, my garland ! that, alas, 
Is lost for ever ! — ^We shall meet again — 
Not at the dance. — From every side the crowd 
In silence thickens round — the square, the streets 
Can scarce contain them. Now the deep bell 

tolls— 
The staff now breaks. — How fast they seize and 

bind me ! 
They hurry me onward to the fatal chair — 
And every neck sinks shuddering at the blade 
That o'er mine quivers. — Silent lies the world, 
Mute as the grave ! 
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FAUSTUS. 

Would I had not been born ! 

MEPHisTOPHELEs {appear s at the door.) 

Hence ! or you're lost. Useless hesitation ! 
Lingering and prating ! Yonder shivering stand 
My steeds. Day breaks. 

MARGARET. 

What rises from the earth ? 
He ! He ! Oh send him hence ! What would he 

have 
Here at the holy place? Me, me he seeks ! 

FAUSTUS. 

No, thou shalt live ! 

MARGARET. 

Judgment of Ood, to thee 
I've given myself ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FaUStUS.) 

Come, come ! or to thy fate 
I'll leave thee with her. 

MARGARET. 

Father ! I am thine ; 
Oh, grant me aid ! Angels and Heavenly Hosts, 
Encamp around, and shield me from all ill ! 
Henry, I tremble for thee ! 
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mephistopheles. 

She IB judged ! 
VOICE {from above.) 
Is saved ! 

MBPHISTOPHELES (to FaUStUS.) 

Hither to me ! 

[Disappears with Faustua. 
VOICE (firam within^ dying away.) 

Henr\' ! Henry ! 
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NOTES. 



Page 3. — Dedication, 

The Dedication was written many years after the 
Tragedy. This will explain the force and heauty of 
the allusions contained in it. 



Page 7. — Noitradamug^ 

A celebrated physician and astrologer, bom in 
1503, at St. Remy, in Provence. 



Page 8. — Macrocosm, 
The universe. 

Page 50.— i%-^orf. 

Beeliebub. 

Q 2 



228 



NOTES. 



Page 53. — Pentagram. 
A pentagonal figure of the following form 




supposed to possess the power popularly attributed to 
the horse-shoe amongst us. 

Page 70. — Microcosmus. 

Literally, little world ; chiefly understood of man, 
as an epitome of all that is wonderful in the great 
world. 



Page 76. — Spanish boots. 

An instrument of .torture, into which the legs of 
the sufierer were fast wedged. 



Page 77, — Encheiresis naturce. 
The handling of nature. 
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Page 91. — Squire Hans, 
A fictitious personage. 

Page 139.— To change rings with you. 

It is the custom, in some parts of Germany, for 
the bride and bridegroom to exchange rings. 



Page 1 73. — And we will strew chopped straw. 

This alludes to a custom in Germany of strewing 
chopped straw before the door of a bride whose virtue 
is suspected. Virgin brides wear a garland. 



Page 178. — Meanwhile is that the treasure rising— 

that 
Which 1 see glimmering yonder f 

This alludes to the superstitious belief that a hght, 
or flame, indicates the spot where treasure lies con- 
cealed. 



Page IS7.^ Walpurgis-night, 

May-day night. Walpurgis is the name of the 
female Saint who converted the Saxons to Christi- 
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anity. May-day night is dedicated to her. The 
Brocken, or Blocksberg, is the highest part of the 
Hartz mountains ; and it is there that the witches 
are said to hold an annual meeting on May-day 
night. 

Page 193.— iSitV Urian, 
The Devil. 

Page 203. — ProcktophantasmisL 

Nicolai, a bookseller at Berlin, and a writer of con- 
siderable reputation. He was afflicted with a strange 
malady, which made him suppose he saw numberless 
phantoms. He was cured by the application of 
leeches. Goethe having been attacked by Nicolai in 
several publications, revenged himself by introducing 
him in his Faustus, in the ridiculous character of 
Procktophantasmist. 

Page 2Q4.—TegeL 

A small place a few miles from Berlin, haunted 
by a ghost, which, for a time, attracted as much at- 
tention in Germany, as the Cock Lane ghost did in 
its day in London. 
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Page 207— The Prater. 
The Hyde- Park of Vienna. 

Page 222. — The staff now breaks. 

The signal for the executioner to perform his 
office, given by breaking a staff in two. 
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